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CHAPTER  X. 

PATKICK  EYAN,  HORSEDEALEK,  AND  HANDICAPPER  EXTRA- 
DLNARY,  WRITES  MR.  ESSOM  A  LETTER,  WHICH  SINGULAH 
DOCUMENT  PROVOKES  FROM  THE  DOCTOR  AND  CRISP  RE- 
MARKS OF  A  SWEEPING  NATURE.  THEREAFTER  THE 
CURTAIN  RISES  UPON  WHAT  THE  LOCAL  NEWSPAPER  AFTER- 
WARDS VERY  PROPERLY  TERMED  "  THE  MOST  EXTRA- 
ORDINARY SPORTING  E\^NT  THAT  HAD  OCCURRED  IN  THE 
NEIGHBOURHOOD  WITHIN  THE  MEMORY  OF  THE  OLDEST 
INHABITANT." 

The  day  for  the  meeting  on  the  moor  drew 
near  apace,  and  yet  "  the  indefatigable  and 
courteous  clerk  of  the  course  "  (indefatigable 
and  courteous  is  the  phrase  for  a  clerk  of 
the  course  we  believe,  just  as  "intelligent 
and  active  "  is  the  proper  designation  for  a 
police  officer)  had  not  rec^^ived  a  line  from 
recalcitrant    Mr.    Ryan.      As    the    horse- 
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dealer's  eccentric  wanderings  from  Dan  to 
Beersheba  were  not  regularly  clironicled  by 
the  Morning  Post,  Mr.  Essom  knew  not 
where  to  address  an  epistle  in  search  of 
him.  According  to  a  careful  computation 
of  the  number  of  fairs  which  Eyan  would 
probably  visit  on  his  way  from  Heatherthorp 
to  Holyhead,  the  Milesian  was  then  per- 
forming a  series  of  experiments  of  an  alco- 
holic character  with  a  view  to  taking  the 
chill  off  his  native  Erin.  A  desperate 
notion  regarding  the  transmission  of  four 
closely-written  pages  of  clerkly  indignation 
superscribed  ''Mr.  Patrick  Ryan,  Horse- 
dealer,  Ireland — immediate  !"  flashed  across 
Essom's  mind,  but  on  mature  consideration 
he  arrived  at  the  conclusion  that  the  post- 
office  employes  on  the  other  side  of  St. 
George's  Channel  might  experience  some 
difficulty  in  disco vermg  the  whereabouts  of 
the  wanderer,  so  he  abandoned  the  idea  and 
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— fumed.  Hourly,  to  his  sporting  cus- 
tomers, who  condoled  with  him ;  periodi- 
cally, in  deprecatory  notes  to  Sir  Harry  (a 
steward),  who  replied  in  starchy  notelets  of 
thirty  syllables  each — as  different  from  a 
natural  note  as  a  good  shake  of  the  hand 
differs  from  the  languid  presentation  of  two 
whalebony  aristocratic  fingers  and  one  rigid 
aristocratic  thumb  ;  and  nightly  in  the  com- 
mittee room,  at  Sillery's,  to  the  profound 
edification  of  the  other  members  of  the 
committee,  who  fumed  in  unison. 

At  length,  Essom  having  waited  for  Ryan 
until  his  patience  was  quite  worn  out,  the 
order  was  given  for  the  majestic  posters,  in 
red  blue  and  black  ink,  to  appear.  Gorge- 
ously emblazened  upon  the  broad  sheet 
were  "  the  heads  "  of  the  events  that  were 
to  form  the  two  days'  programme ;  but  the 
great  match,  baldly  announced — "  Match,  50 
each,  p.  p.,  owners  up,  steeple  chase  course," 
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was  enigmatical  enough  as  an  announcement 
to  all  but  the  initiated.  Crisp  wanted 
Essom  to  leave  it  out  altogether,  but  that 
functionary  replied,  "  No,  sir.  It's  a  line  in 
the  bill.  Remember  that — a  line  in  the 
bill.  You  will  excuse  me,  Crisp,  but  this  is 
a  subject  I  do  know  something  about. 
Those  who  were  at  the  dinner  will  under- 
stand what  it  means.  But  whether  they 
do  or  not,"  he  added,  with  an  air  of  rueful 
resignation,  "  there's  no  help  for  it.  What 
can  we  say !  Nothing.  We  must  wait 
until  that  Irish  blackguard,  Evan,  takes  it 
into  his  blundering  head  to  write." 

The  expected  missive  came  at  last,  bearing 
many  outward  and  visible  signs,  in  various 
regulation  colours,  of  the  devious  route  it 
had  travelled,  and  the  perils  through  which 
it  had  passed.  Ryan  wrote  what  might  be 
termed  a  national  hand,  and  as  he  conducted 
his    spelling   somewhat    on    phonetic   prin- 
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ciples,  it  was  not  surprising,  when  you  came 
to  think  of  it  (only  Essom  was  too  angry  to 
make  Christian-like  allowances),  that  the 
address  on  the  envelope  should,  first  of  all, 
have  robbed  the  Blind  Department  at  the 
General  Post  Office  of  a  night's  rest,  and 
then  nearly  driven  two  provincial  post- 
masters, one  provincial  postmistress  of  an 
irascible  turn  of  mind,  and  a  group  of 
underpaid  letter  carriers  to  the  verge  of  dis- 
traction. There  are  three  Heatherthorps 
in  this  land  of  the  brave  and  the  free,  and 
one  Heatherley.  The  letter  had  been  sent 
to  each  place,  but  as  only  one  Heatherthorp 
— ours — contains  a  Daniel  Essom,  and,  as 
the  mysterious  superscription  could,  by  a 
violent  stretch  of  the  vivid  imagination  of  a 
Heatherthorpian  expert,  be  made  to  express 
some  of  Mr.  Essom  and  a  portion  of  his 
business,  that  personage  broke  the  seal, 
and  read  slowly  and  haltingly  as  follows  : — 
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"  Mistlier  Essom,  Sir,  when  I  tell  yees 
the  imminse  throuble  this  handycapn  as 
been  afther  given  me  the  days  Ive  pond- 
hered  Over  it  an  the  noits  I've  dranied  upon 
et  shure,  an  as  for  slape  there  has  bin  none 
o'  that  with  et  on  my  Conshence." 

["  The  lying,  hypocritical  vagabond !" 
muttered  Essom.] 

*'  The  First  thing  i  did  an  dye  moind  I'll 
be  hanest  in  the  mather  wid  ye  when  ye 
see  the  Barn't  long  life  to  him  ye'll  tell 
him,  was  to  rite  a  bit  av  a  letter  to  Misther 
Hector  O'Halloran  an  as  ye're  a  sportin 
man  yeve  may  be  heard  av  him  he's  clerk 
av  the  coorse  to  the  Hunt  Meeting  av  the 
Blundherskull  Blazers  an  be  this  an  that 
sthraiter  ridin'  boys  than  the  Blazers  or 
boulder  at  a  pailfull  of  red-hot  punch 
liave'nt  the  hanour  of  my  friendship.  Ses  I 
to  him  ye  remimber  Hecthor  me  boy  a 
steeplechase    over   the   new  coorse   beyant 
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whin  my  bay  gelding  Shamrock  and  a  beau- 
tiful field  was  claned  out  by  a  blay guard  bay 
mare  wid  a  bald  face  an  dishin'  action,  the 
toime  ses  i  to  bring  it  to  his  moind  d'ye  see 
whin  white  headed  Moike  the  Blazer's  whip 
presented  ye  wid  several  black  eyes  to  take 
to  bed  wid  ye — not  that  he  did  take  them 
there  for  it  was  m^^self  helped  to  carry  him 
an  its  lively  as  a  bag  of  sand  he  was  whin  I 
tuk  compassion  an  him  ses  i  in  my  letter." — 
["What  is  the  idiot  driving  at?"  mur- 
mured Essom,  in  tones  of  distress.  By  this 
time  he  was  lost  in  a  melancholy  state  of 
bewilderment.] 

'  ses  I  in  my  letter  an  i  had  to  be  partickler 
in  remindin'  him  av  the  circumstance  for 
he's  postmasther  at  the  town  convanient  to 
the  Kennels  of  the  blazers  and  has  a  good 
dale  to  occupy  his  attintion  an  therms  not 
man}^  postmasthers  in  the  three  kingdoms 
aquil  to  him  an  its  meself  that  wishes    he 
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was  here  now  to  put  me  right  about  your 
direction  Mr.  Essom  the  half  of  et  has  gone 
out  of  my  head  intirely.  You  remiraber 
Hecthor — ] 

["Oh  dear — dear  me  !  when  is  he  coming 
to  the  point?"  moaned  the  distressed 
official.] 

"You  remimber  Hecthor  me  boy  that  I 
bawt  a  chesn't  mare  av  the  owner  of  the 
wan  that  bate  mine — an  a  purtier  rider 
acrass  a  stiff  stone  wall  country  I  niver 
wish  to  see,  he  caught  his  death  of  cowld 
through  putting  too  much  wather  in  his 
whiskey  poor  darlin.  Supposin  ses  I  to 
Hecthor  you  had  the  ould  mare  wid  the  bald 
face  and  Shamrock  and  the  chesn't  mare  I 
bawt  av  the  same  party  and  another  about 
six  pounds  worse  nor  Shamrock  a  moile  on 
the  flat  how  would  ye  put  em  together  over 
three  moiles  av  country?" 

["So   this    is  how   Mr.   Pat   Eyan    sets 
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about  handicapping  the  pair?"  remarked 
Essom  bitterly.  "  I  wonder  if  any  of  our 
handicappers  work  on  his  principles."] 

"  I'll  be  hanest  wid  ye,  d'ye  moind  that 
now,  O'Hallaran  an  me  have  been  in  wan  or 
two  hanorable  swindles  they  wor  hanorable 
ye  see  bekase  they  wor  niver  found  out  and 
as  I  always  helped  him  wid  his  handicaps 
for  a  partickler  raison  he  knew  what  my 
cattle  could  do.  Well  thin  he  wrote  and 
sed.  But  let  me  come  to  the  point  Sham- 
rock is  the  Doctor's  horse  he  now  calls  him 
Kelpie  and  the  chesn't  mare  belongs  to 
Mr.  Woodridge  and  O'Halloran  an  me  have 
come  to  the  conclusion  that  the  anly  way 
to  put  em  together  to  make  a  match  av  et 
would  be  the  mare  eleven  stone,  and  Sham- 
rock eleven  stone  ten.     Dye  moind  now." 

"Do  I  mind,  you  two-faced  dealer  in 
horse-flesh  ?  Yes,  I  do.  But  stop,  what's 
this — a  postscript  ?"     He  read : — 


10  PigsJiin  and  Willow. 

"An  ould  frind  of  mine  wan  Michael 
Macarthy  is  most  likel}^  comin'  your  way 
about  the  time  of  the  races.  If  you  should 
see  him,  inthrojuce  him  to  Mr.  Woodridge 
for  m}^  sake." 

"Exactly.  With  much  pleasure,  Mr. 
Eyan.  Indeed  I  will  step  out  of  my  way 
to  discover  your  old  friend,  rather  than  any 
one  else  should  have  the  honour  of  putting 
him  and  Mr.  Woodridge  together.  And 
further,  Mr.  Eyan,  I  will  not  leave  Mr. 
Macarthy  during  the  meeting — if  he  should 
come,  of  course,  and  yet  further,  my  dear 
sir,  some  of  my  money  goes  the  way  his 
does,  or  I  know  the  reason  why.  You  are 
clever,  sir,  very ;  but  some  of  us  in  York- 
shire were  not  born  yesterday.  And  now 
to  inform  the  victim  of  this  beautiful  handi- 
capping— and  Sir  Harry — of  the  result  of 
Mr.  Eyan's  learned  investigations." 

It  soon  got  wind  that  the  doctor  had  to 
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give  his  opponent  ten  pounds,  and  this  bit 
of  news,  coupled  with  the  rumour  of  a 
flattering  private  trial  of  Woodridge*s  horse 
with  a  well-known  cross-country  performer, 
had  the  effect  of  making  the  ironmaster's 
champion  favourite  in  Heatherthorpe  circles. 
Not  that  there  was  much  betting  yet. 
There  was  plenty  of  money  for  the  Doctor, 
but  his  friends  were  content  to  wait  before 
investing.  Ten  pounds  was  a  good  deal  to 
give  away  if  the  pair  were  anything  like 
equal,  and  the  owners  about  alike  in  point 
of  horsemanship. 

Meanwhile  one  of  the  principal  parties  to 
the  contract,  who  had  received  early  inti- 
mation of  the  conditions  under  which  he 
was  to  meet  his  opponent,  had  not  scrupled 
to  express  his  feelings  on  the  subject  in  un- 
measured terms.  For  the  first  time  since 
his  arrival  in  the  town  the  Doctor  had 
spoken  his  mind  freely  to  Mr.  Essom,  and 
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that  functionary  was  now  in  possession  of 
what  might  turn  out  to  be  a  bit  of  highly 
useful  knowledge.  He  knew  the  length  of 
the  Doctor's  tongue.  "  And  him  so  mild, 
too,"  said  Essom  that  night  in  the  com- 
mittee room,  elevating  his  eye-brows  as  he 
said  it.  "  Still  waters  do  run  deep,  and  no 
mistake.  He  said  it  was  a  swindle,  and  a 
piece  of  collusion,  and,  setting  his  teeth, 
said  he'd  be  d — d  if  he  didn't  defeat  the 
whole  lot  of  them  yet!  These  were  his 
very  words  as  I'm  a  living  man." 

To  tell  the  truth,  the  doctor  had  exhi- 
bited temper  when  Essom  placed  the  letter 
in  his  hands.  And  Essom,  who  was  afraid 
the  very  significant  postscript  to  Hyan's 
epistle  might  attract  his  attention,  was  de- 
lighted when  he  turned  his  back  on  the 
shop.  The  sagacious  clerk  of  the  course 
was  more  than  ever  resolved  to  back  Wood- 
ridge.      As    for    the    Doctor,    he    walked 
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moodily  homewards  to  talk  the  matter  over 
with  Crisp.  He  found  Matthew  in  the 
yard  fresh  from  a  serious  interview  with 
Kelpie.       He  had  heard  the  news. 

''  Well,  Mat ;  they  have  done  us  ?" 

"  No o  :  I  won  t  go  so  far  as  that,  sir. 

It  takes  a  wonderful  deal  of  cleverness  to 
win  a  race  now-a-days.  Mair  fowk  than 
t'  judge  can  shove  a  word  in." 

"  Ten  pounds  is  a  lump  of  weight  to  give 
away.  That  rascally  Irishman  as  much  as 
said  the  form  was  equal." 

"  So  he  teird  me,  Mr.  Arthur.'' 

"  Offered  to  take  sixty  to  fifty  either  way,'* 
said  the  Doctor  gloomily. 

"  He  did  ?" 

"  Yes,  that  was  at  the  dinner :  and  I 
stood  him.  Mat." 

"  I  had  a  better  opinion  of  you,  Mr. 
Arthur.  I  hardly  thowt  a  hunder- handed 
runny-country  Irishman  like  that  could  ha' 
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got  ower  je.  Besides,  you  knew  he  was  a 
coper ;  you  knew  how  durably  he  tried  to 
get  thirteen  pence  for  his  shilling  out  of  us 
about  Kelpie.'' 

'*  I  deserve  all  your  reproaches,  Mat ; 
every  one.  Now  I  should  not  wonder  but 
what  he's  sent  out  a  quiet  commission  to 
back  Woodridge  ?" 

"  It's  goodish  odds  on  that,  sir, — oh,  yes  ! 
its  goodish  odds  on  that.  Trust  the  vaga- 
bone  to  help  hissel." 

*'  Ah — -just  so  !"  said  the  Doctor,  medi- 
tatively. "  Although,  mind  you,  I  cannot 
blame  him.  Mat.  It  serves  me  jolly  well 
right.  I  ought  to  have  known  better.  But 
I  must  go  on  with  the  match  :  it  would  be 
disgraceful  of  me  to  give  it  up  now. 

*'  Mr.  Arthur,  if  I  tliowt  you  were  goin' 
t'  show  t'  white  feather  to  that  yap,  Wood- 
ridge, I'd  leave,  sir, — and  I  did  hope  to 
stop  wi'  you  as  lang  as  I  was  yabble  to  put 
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yaw  leg  afoor  t'otlier.  Give  up  the  match  ! 
Niver  i'  this  world.  Niver  mind  the  ten 
pund,  sir.  A  good  jockey  is  worth  at  least 
seven  pund  ower  a  bad  un  ony  day  it  year, 
and  we'se  hope  Kelp  can  make  up  for  t  other 
three.  Give  up  the  match  !  It  ud  brek 
my  heart.  Then  look  here,"  he  added, 
coming  to  business  ;  *'  the  country  wants 
doing.  It  isn't  big,  nor  is  it  out  of  the 
common,  but  it  wants  a  lot  o'  doing.  Mr. 
Arthur,  you  mun  win  this  match  ony  how. 
Kelpie's  blooming,  think  o'  that — and  he's 
nee  cocktail." 

"  Neither  am  I !"  repHed  the  Doctor, 
vehemently,  as  the  remembrance  of  Kate's 
graceful  gift  flashed  through  his  mind.  He 
was  about  to  fight  under  her  colours. 
"  Win  I  will,  if  I  can.  And  now  we  must 
hasten  with  our  final  arrangements.  You 
have  not  forgotten  my  orders  ?" 

"  I  have  not,  Mr.  Arthur." 
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"  I  must  leave  Heatherthorp  this  after- 
noon. I  have  been  called  away  to  another 
important  consultation — you  understand  ?'' 
And  the  doctor  bestowed  a  meaning  glance 
on  his  faithful  servitor. 

"  Eobson  knows  the  nature  of  the  case, 
and  if  any  of  my  friends  are  particularly 
anxious  for  information,  refer  them  to  him. 
Very  well ;  you  must  follow  with  Kelpie 
to-morrow.  By  leaving  early  in  the  morn- 
ing and  coming  to  me  by  road,  you  will  be 
able  to  return  to  Heatherthorp  in  the  even- 
ing by  the  express.  It  isn't  that  I  care  a 
pin  for  the  pharisees ;  but  if  you  are  seen 
about  as  usual,  Mat,  the  Woodridge  party 
won't  suspect  the  nature  of  the  consultation 
I  have  been  asked  to  attend.  Meanwhile, 
before  my  return,  you  can  try  the  line  your- 
self with  the  mare,  and  when  I  come  back 
we  can  do  it  together.  They  think  they 
have  got  me  in  a  nice   tangle  with  their 
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Irish   handicapping,    but  they'll    find  that 
I  mean  to  die  hard.     I  need  say  no  more, 
Matthew ;   I  am  sure  you  are  quite  awake 
to  what  I  want." 
■     "  Leave  that  to  me  sir." 

"Oh  !  by  the  way,  if  there's  any  of  Wood- 
ridge's  money  about,  and  they  are  anxious 
to  lay  anj^thing  like  seven  to  four,  or  two  to 
one  on  him — it  can  hardly  be  that,  you 
know.  Crisp,  in  such  a  match  as  this — 
accept  it,  and  I  will  take  the  bets  off  your 
hands." 

''  All  right,  sir." 

"And  now,  let's  have  a  look  at  the  old 
chap  before  I  pack  up  for  this  consultation. 
I  know  you  have  done  your  best  by  him — 
for  if  ever  man  loved  horse,  you  love  him, 
I  am  sure.  Mat — but  I  have  been  so  much 
engaged  lately,  I  have  not  had  an  oppor- 
tunity of  doing  your  polishing  justice." 

Nothing   could  have   given   Mat  greater 
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delight  than  this  request,  and  the  Doctor 
put  it  in  such  a  way  as  to  reach  the  old 
man's  heart  of  hearts.  Crisp  might  have 
been  the  poet  of  Andersen's  charming 
piece  of  extravagance,  and  Kelpie  Pegasus 
himself,  while  from  the  exultant  manner 
in  which  he  hastened  to  gratify  the  Doctor's 
whim,  the  pair  might  erewhile  have 
held  Olympian  converse.  Kelpie,  as  has 
already  been  said,  w^as  a  rich  bay  with 
black  points,  and  no  moment  could  have 
been  more  propitious  than  this  for  showing 
his  beautiful  colour  to ,  the  best  advantage. 
As  the  warm  light  of  the  setting  sun  fell 
upon  his  shining  coat,  the  doctor  thought 
of  another  sunset,  earlier  in  the  year,  when 
that  coat  had  glistened  even  more  gloriously 
— when  the  gallant  creature  was  urged  along 
the  steep  bank  of  the  Wimple  to  save  Kate 
Wilson  from  being  dashed  to  the  earth. 
"  My  word,  Mat,  but  you  have  done  your 
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duty !"  ejaculated  the  Doctor,  as  lie  walked 
round  Kelpie  admiringly. 

"  Well,  sir,  if  they  can  put  a  better  polish 
on  theirs,.  Til  give  in,"  replied  Crisp,  in  the 
seventh  heaven  of  delight  at  the  compli- 
ment, v^hich,  let  it  be  said,  was  really 
deserved.  "He's  not  exactly  cherry-ripe 
yet,  but  we'se  fettle  him  up  afore  the  day ; 
won't  we  old  boy,  then  ?" 

Kelpie  was  a  long  way   better   than   he 

looked.     Not  quite  fifteen  two    in   height, 

the  truth   of   symmetry   throughout    made 

him  appear  less  than  he   really  was.     His 

light,  intelligent  head,  full  eye,  and  muscular 

though  straight  neck — which  filled  the  hand 

as  you  grasped  his   crest — was  well   placed 

on  long,  oblique  shoulders,  which  combined 

with  wonderful  depth  of  girth  to  throw  the 

saddle  far  back  upon  what  seemed  therefore, 

and  by  reason  of  his  great  spreading  hips,  a 

rather   light   loin,   although    really    it  was 
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anything  but  that.  A  drooping  goose-rump 
also  detracted  from  his  appearance,  but  in 
no  way  interfered  with  the  grand  length 
from  hip  to  hock — the  power  of  quarter  and 
second  thigh  he  displayed.  Good  all  over 
when  you  took  him  to  pieces  especially  good 
was  the  bonny  bay  "to  follow."  Not  a 
point  escaped  the  Doctor.  Never  since  he 
had  become  the  proud  possessor  of  Kelpie 
alias  Shamrock  had  he  run  the  rule  over 
him  with  so  much  anxiety. 

"  Old  fellow  !"  said  he  affectionately,  as 
he  patted  Kelpie's  neck ;  "  you  are  made  of 
the  right  kind  of  stuff,  and  if  between  us 
we  can't  do  it — why  I  think  I  shall  never 
wear  silk  or  scarlet  more." 

"  Hoot,  hoot,  Mr  Arthur  !  that  wadn't  be 
doing  him  justice.  See  how  he  turns  his 
head,  as  if  he  knew  what  you  were  saying. 
If  this  Woodridge  mare  —  and  she's  a 
viewly  things  and  can  gallop — beats  Kelp 
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at  ten  pund,  an'  they're  both  of  an  age, 
she's  a  clinker,  that's  all.  But  we'se  not  be 
beaten,  Kelp,  owd  lad  ?  I  say,  if  Wood- 
ridge  mear  be  cleverer  than  thee,  and  has  a 
better  heart  iv  her  belly,  why  then  we'se  be 
beaten.  But  we  are  not  beaten  yet,  owd 
varmint  head !" 

"  Faith  like  yours  should  be  rewarded, 
Matthew,"  said  the  Doctor,  laughingly,  as 
he  turned  to  re-enter  the  surgery.  "  I  shall 
see  you  to-morrow ;  good-bye  till  then." 
The  Doctor  departed  on  that  important 
consultation;  Matthew  Crisp  joined  him 
next  morning  with  Kelpie ;  Matthew  Crisp 
returned  to  Heatherthorp  without  Kelpie, 
and  Heatherthorp  was  none  the  wiser. 

Few  events  so  completely  rouse  the  dor- 
mice of  a  country  town  as  a  race  meeting. 
A  bazaar,  no  matter  what  high  and  noble 
object  in  martyrdom,  missions,  or  monastic 
furniture  the  Berlin  wool-workers  and  their 
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coadjutors  have  in  view,  does  little  more 
than  stir  in  its  sleep  a  borough  like 
Heatherthorp.  An  eruption  of  bazaars, 
extending  over  a  season  of  three  or  four 
months,  might  perchance  induce  the  bur- 
gesses to  yawn  and  stretch  themselves  and 
ask  what  it  all  meant ;  might  possibly  ex- 
haust the  sweet  facetiousness  of  the  youthful 
brethren  who  come  out  so  strongly  as 
amateur  Cheap  Johns  and  counterfeit  auc- 
tioneers ;  but  no  such  eruption  ever  afflicted 
our  borough.  We  could  not  have  borne  it. 
We  keep  our  pulse  at  the  proper  mean  by 
partaking  of  a  judiciously-blended  course  of 
mild  dissipation  within  doors,  and  an  occa- 
sional indulgence  in  games  and  field  sports 
without.  The  chief  events  of  the  year  are  a 
cattle  show,  a  bazaar  in  aid  of  the  Establish- 
ment, a  great  game  at  bowls  for  a  dinner 
and  a  handsome  piece  of  plate — electro  plate 
— three    presentations    of    testimonials,    a 
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bazaar  in  aid  of  the  Primitive  Eanters,  an 
alcoholic  municipal  election,  a  teetotal  festi- 
val, in  festivity  limited,  ten  teetotal  "  expe- 
rience meetings,"  in  talk  unlimited,  five 
home-and-home  cricket  matches,  a  lecture 
on  the  horrors  of  American  slaver}^  by  an 
African  prince  who  manifested  his  love  for 
this  land  of  liberty  at  a  remarkable  early 
period  by  arranging  to  be  born  in  White- 
chapel,  one  uproarious  otter  hunt,  occasional 
symptoms  of  "  scarlet  fever  "  in  the  hunting 
season,  a  band  contest,  and  the  races. 

It  is,  however,  given  to  the  races  to  fully 
develop  the  latent  commercial,  social,  and — 
shall  it  be  said  ? — polemical  virtues  of  the 
borough.  To  board  is  a  great  pecuniary 
undertaking  in  Heatherthorp  during  the 
reign  of  Mr.  Daniel  Essom,  but  to  bed  is  a 
greater.  This  is  owing  to  the  saints.  !N'ot 
content  with  flooding  the  borough  with 
imaginative    tracts,    distributed     by   able- 
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bodied  missionaries  (who  take  their  stand 
where  they  can  obtain  a  good  view  of  every 
race),  the  devout  flee  from  Heatherthorp ; 
the  virtuous  let  their  habitations  to  the 
vicious  for  a  "consideration  ;"  the  Israelites 
despoil  the  Egyptians  of  their  precious 
metals  and  paper.  The  sportsman  who  has 
been  in  like  fashion  entertained  at  Chester, 
Chichester,  and  Doncaster,  can  readily  dis- 
cover that  he  has  lodged  beneath  the  roof  of 
an  absent  Heatherthorp  saint ;  he  remembers 
the  moral  precepts  in  a  black  frame  that 
frowned  on  his  waking, hour ;  he  recollects 
the  aged  domestic  whose  face  it  would  have 
been  a  flight  of  fancy  to  term  plain ;  he 
shudders  at  the  memories  of  her  puritanic 
cookery;  and  he  will  never  forget  the 
length  of  his  bill.  In  good  sooth  the 
person  whose  hobby  is  a  horse,  and  a 
racehorse — who  is  "fond  of  a  bit  of  racing  " 
— pays  dearly  for  his  whistle;  with  which 
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delightful    confusion    of    images    we     pull 
up. 

At  Wimpledale  Place  they  felt  quite 
as  much  interest  in  the  forthcoming  Meeting 
as  was  experienced  down  in  the  town ;  and, 
maybe,  rather  more  interest  in  the  match 
between  Arthur  Basinghall  Sutton,  Esq., 
M.D.,  and  Eeginald  Woodridge,  Esq.,  iron- 
master, Shipley.  After  Squire  Wilson  had 
been  cajoled  into  consenting  "  to  have  some 
people  "  (a  delightfully  vague  way  of  putting 
it)  during  the  race  week,  the  girls  let  him 
rest,  but  the  time  had  now  arrived  for 
making  the  necessary  arrangements  on  their 
part.  It  was  Saturday,  two  days  after 
the  morning  on  which  Essom  had  his  mind 
eased  by  Ryan's  letter.  Mr.  Wilson  was 
making  his  accustomed  after-breakfast  round 
amongst  the  live  stock,  and  Kate  and 
Miss  Yandervelde  were  laying  their  heads 
together,  in  company  with  the  local  paper, 
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which  Sylvia  lazily  pretended  to  read.  The 
breakfast-room  at  the  Place  was  as  cosy  an 
apartment  as  one  need  wish  to  put  slipper 
into,  and  just  now  all  a-glow  with  a  North 
country  coal  fire,  and  animated  in  the  most 
delightful  sense  of  the  word  by  the  presence 
of  two  pretty  girls,  it  looked  its  brightest. 
Kate  was  herself  again;  the  careworn  expres- 
sion was  gone;  and  Sylvia,  thanks  to  some 
of  the  out-door  exercise  which  in  country 
quarters  is  inevitable,  had  lost  tbat  peculiar 
resemblance  to  a  natty  little  figure  of  Sevres 
which  distinguished  her  when  we  first  made 
her  acquaintance  in  the  summer. 

"  There  is  nothing  in  this  stupid  paper 
that  I  can  see,  Kate;  there  never  is  anything 
except  accounts  of  ploughing-matches ; 
parish  meetings,  and  serious  accidents  to 
persons  who  cannot  drive.  Yes,  there  is 
sporting  intelligence.  I  almost  wonder  why 
you  take  such  a  paper,  Kate  ;  but  I  suppose 
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you  must.  It  is  expected  of  you,  like  sub- 
scriptions for  soup,  and  coals,  and  blankets 
for  the  poor." 

"  You  must  not  be  severe,  Syl ;  I  am  sure 
the  paper  is  very  good  of  its  kind." 

"  And  extremely  kind  of  you  to  say  so, 
Kate  ;  not  that  I  intended  a  pun.  But  that 
is  not  much  in  its  favour,  '  Good  of  its 
kind '/  why,  you  agree  with  me." 

"  Try  the  sporting  news,  then ;  there  is 
sure  to  be  something  about  our  races. — Let 
me  see  the  paper."  And  Kate  laughingly 
attempted  to  snatch  the  journal  out  of 
Sylvia's  hand.  That  young  lady,  retreating 
with  mock  gravity,  observed — 

"No,  mademoiselle,  you  have  dared  to 
impugn  ray  opinion  of  provincial  newspapers 
— ^your  newspaper ;  I  will  show  you  that  the 
sporting  is  just  as  stupid  as  the  rest  of  its 
dreary  contents.  Listen.  *  Heatherthorp 
Autumn    races — Application    for    sites    for 
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booths  and  stands  to  be  made  on  or  before 
Wednesday  next,  the  twenty-second  inst.,  to 
Mr.  Essom,  Clerk  of  the  Course.'  There, 
Miss  Wilson,  that  is  something  about  our 
races  ;  and  a  most  interesting  piece  of  news 
it  is.  Here  is  something  else:  'Sporting 
Match  across  Country.  We ' — what  a 
dreadful  person  the  we  with  a  large  W  is, 
Kate  ! — '  We '  (with  a  large  W)  '  are  in  a 
position  to  state  that  the  sporting- match 
between  Doctor  Sutton's' — Kate,  this  is 
interesting  ! — *  bay  horse  Kelpie,  and  Mr. 
Woodridge's  chestnut  mare,  Blouzelinda,' — 
what  an  odd  name ! — '  about  which  we 
informed  our  readers  in  our  last  impression, 
has  been  finally  arranged.  An  eminent 
Irish  handicapper  has  apportioned  the 
weights,' — what's  apportioning  the  weights, 
Kate  ? — '  but  some  dissatisfaction  has  been 
expressed  by  the  friends  of  Doctor  Sutton, 
in  consequence  of  the  handicapper's  having 
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arranged  for  him  to  give  his  antagonist  ten 
pounds.'  What  a  shame  ?  Why  should 
Doctor  Sutton  give  Mr.  Eeginald  Wood- 
ridge  such  a  sum  of  money  ?" 

"  You  have  not  finished,"  observed  Kate, 
who  had  listened  with  a  surprising  amount 
of  attention. 

"  No,  here  is  some  more  of  it :  '  As  will 
be  observed  in  another  column,  the  weights 
are,  Kelpie,  eleven  ten ;  and  Blouzelinda, 
eleven  stone.  Our  Shipley  correspondent 
reports  much  excitement  in  that  town  over 
the  match ;  and  there  is  also  great  interest 
felt  with  regard  to  the  affair  at  Heather- 
thorp,  where  Doctor  Sutton  is  exceedingly 
popular.  There  has,  thus  far,  been  little 
betting  ;  but  Mr.  Woodridge's  mare  may  be 
pronounced  favourite,  six  to  four  having 
been  laid  on  her  several  times  in  Heather- 
thorp  soon  after  the  weights  were  known.' 
Well,  Kate,  one  sometimes  reads  with  the 
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eye  and  not  with  the  brain,  when  the  wits 
are  wandering.  I  have  been  trying  to  read 
with  both,  and  with  my  wits,  such  as  they 
are,  too,  but — I  am  bewildered.  Doctor 
Sutton  has  given  Mr.  Woodridge  ten  pounds 
— they  have  laid  six  to  four  on  the  mare — 
what  does  it  all  mean  ?" 

Kate  looked  remarkably  serious,  and  did 
not  reply. 

"  Why,  my  dear,  one  would  imagine,  by 
your  dear  melancholy  face,  that  something 
very  distressing  had  happened.  If  Doctor 
Sutton  chooses  to  let  them  take  his  money, 
what  is  it  to  you  ?  When  you  are  married 
you  will  cure  him  of  his  folly.  Why,  I  do 
believe  you  are  going  to  cry !" 

"  It  is  very  silly,  I  know ;  but — but — 
but  I  can't  help  it !"  sobbed  Kate,  fairly 
breaking  down,  '*  You  d — d — don't  under- 
stand these  things,  Syl — via." 

"  My  darling,"  said  Sylvia,  gravely,  "  you 
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must  not  give  way  like  this.  Come  into 
my  room  and  tell  me  all  about  it.  What 
would  your  papa  think  if  he  saw  you  sobbing 
fit  to  break  your  heart  ?" 

"  It's  over  now,"  replied  Kate,  drying  her 
tears,  and  heaving  a  remarkably  heavy  sigh. 
"  Don't  laugh  at  me,  Sylvia,"  she  added, 
kissing  her  friend,  "  I  never  was  so  weak 
before,  and  I  never  shall  be  again,  depend 
upon  it." 

"  Very  well,  my  dear ;  that  is  a  sensible 
resolution :  and  now  that  your  face  is 
restored  to  its  original  length,  and  you 
appear  capable  of  speaking  without  making 
mincemeat  of  your  words,  please  help  me  to 
be  as  wise  and  as  miserable  as  yourself. 
What  were  you  crying  for?" 

"  Why,  Sylvia,  as  I  told  you  before,  you 
don^t  understand  racing.  I  don't  much ; 
but  last  year  at  Scarbro',  before  I  knew 
Arthur  " — and  she  blushed  quite  prettily — 
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"  we  used  to  see  a  good  deal  of  a  Captain 
Mervyn.  He  was  very  fond  of  horse-racing. 
Indeed,  I  don't  mind  telling  you,  Sylvia/' 
— and  her  ej^es  twinkled  merrily — "  that 
(we  flirted  desperately)  he  used  to  make 
love  to  me  in  the  language  of  the  Turf.  It 
was  so  funny  !" 

"  I  have  no  doubt  of  it,  Kate ;  I 
think  I  should  have  cured  him  of  his 
passion  for  sporting  idioms,  though. 
And? " 

"He  told  me  all  about  racing;  and 
although  I  have  forgotten  nearly  everything 
he  said,  I  know  that  Arthur  has  been  shame- 
fully used  in  this  match  !"  And  she  spoke 
with  energy. 

"  How,  my  dear  ?" 

"  That  ten  pounds  which  puzzles  you 
means  weight,  not  money.  Kelpie  has  to 
carry  that  amount  of  weight  more  than 
Eeginald's  horse  ;  and  as  the  horses  are  the 
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same  age,  Eeginald  may  win — and  I  don't 
want  him  to  win  1" 

There  was  the  least  suspicion  of  tremu- 
lousness  about  her  lovely  Hps  ;  and  Sylvia, 
fearing  another  shower,  hastened  to  inter- 
pose. 

"  Why,  Kate,  I  am  ashamed  of  you.  He 
would  be  ashamed  of  you  if  he  saw  you  now ; 
I  am  sure  he  would.  Sooner  than  that 
hateful  Woodridge  triumph  a  second  time, 
I  would  do  something  very  improper  and 
unladylike  myself.  Go  and  frighten  his 
horse,  or  get  the  groom  to  poison  it,  or — he 
shan't  win ;  I  have  said  it  V  She  uttered 
the  last  phrase  in  a  tragic  tone  and  a  manner 
perfectly  irresistible.  Kate  laughed  out- 
right. 

The  Squire  re-entered  the  apartment  at 
that  moment,  and  the  conversation  came  to 
an  abrupt  termination.  He  was  unusually 
good-tempered.     A  porker  of  his  own  breed- 
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ing,  tlie  elasticity  of  whose  cuticle  he  had 
been  for  some  weeks  testing  by  means  of  a 
condiment  of  his  own  inventing,  had  been 
despatched  to  the  happy  grunting-grounds  the 
day  before.      Mr.  Wilson  had  just  seen  the 
over-larded  monster  weighed;    and  as  the 
weight  had  much  exceeded  his  expectations, 
he  was  happy.     Kate  saw  that  he  was  in  a 
promising  mood ;  and,  having  interchanged 
glances  with  Sylvia,  she  at  once  broached  the 
subject  of  the  festivities  of  the  race- week. 
Miss  Yandervelde  artfully  followed  suit,  and 
presently  Mr.  Timothy  Wilson  found  himself 
consenting  to  everything  they  asked — and 
their  demands  were  rather  exorbitant.    Still, 
to   preserve   appearances   he   felt   he  must 
suggest    an    obstacle    or    so,    and,    accord- 
ingly,   stiffening   himself  in   his   chair,  he 
exclaimed — 

*'  Stop,    stop,    stop !    not  so  fast,  young 
ladies,  if  you  please.     We  must  draw  the 
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line  somewhere.  You  can  do  what  you 
like  with  the  guests  when  they  arrive  here 
— dine  them,  dance  them,  or  what  you  please. 
Only  take  all  the  trouble  off  my  hands ;  and 
don't  ask  too  many  people." 

"  You  are  such  a  kind  papa !"  said  Kate, 
kissing  him. 

"  And  there  is  another  restriction " 

They  waited  for  him  to  proceed. 

"  I'll  have  no  Doctor  Sutton  here.  Re- 
member that  [" 

Kate's  countenance  fell  immediately,  and 
she  looked  ready  to  burst  into  tears.  She 
had  meditated  bringing  about  a  reconcilia- 
tion between  her  father  and  the  Doctor. 
But  Sylvia  was  equal  to  the  occasion :  she 
rose,  and  advancing  to  Mr.  Wilson,  said — 

*'  Mr.  Wilson,  if  Doctor  Sutton  is  not  to 
be  included  in  the  people  we— that  is,  you 
— invite  to  The  Place,  I  pack  up  and  leave 
at  once.     Dr.  Sutton  is  a  friend  of  mine 
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— lie  is  my  medical  adviser — and,  if  you 
consult  my  pleasure,  you  will  ask  him  to 
come.     I  await  your  answer." 

She  stood  before  him  with  her  hands 
demurely  folded,  and  her  eyes  cast  down — 
the  very  personification  of  meekness.  He 
gazed  at  her  for  a  minute,  and  said — 

"  Sylvia,  you  are  a  strange  girl.  He  shall 
come,  of  course — as  your  friend."  He  rose 
and  left  the  room  saying,  "  I  wouldn't  be 
that  girl's  father  for  kingdoms  !" 

So  it  was  decided  that  the  girls  were  to 
have  carte  blanche  in  everything,  even  with 
regard  to  the  people  to  be  bidden  to  The 
Place.  Twice  had  Timothy  Wilson,  Esq., 
been  defeated  by  Miss  Vandervelde  in  Kate's 
behalf;  would  she  be  triumphant  in  the 
third  attempt? 


CHAPTER  XI. 

CONTAINS  A  CIRCUilSTANTIAL  ACCOUNT  OF  THE  PAMOUS 
MATCH  FOR  A  HUNDRED  A  SIDE  BETWEEN  DOCTOR  SUTTON 's 
BAY  HORSE,  KELPIE,  AND  REGINALD  WOODRIDGE,  ESQUIRE's, 
CHESTNUT  MARE,  BLOUZELINDA,  TOGETHER  \7ITH  OTHER 
MATTERS  RELEVANT  TO  AND  ABISING  FROM  THAT  EN- 
THRALLING  EVENT. 

"  Mat,  they  tell  me  thy  maistlier's  gannin' 
tee  ride  a  match  wi'  that  Woodridge  o' 
Shipley,"  said  umpire  John  Golightly,  to 
our  friend  Crisp,  on  the  morning  after  the 
bills  were  published.  Crisp  was  jogging 
home  with  Kelpie's  stable  companion, 
Widow  Malone,  after  treating  her  to  a 
canter  over  the  course. 

''  And  they  nobbut  tell  thou  what's  true. 
Jack,"  replied  Matthew  with  appropriate 
gravity. 

'  Yerra  good.     Now  harks'  thou.  Mat — 
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there's  naebody  aboot — I'm  summat  hard 
up  just  noo ;  but  I  mun  back  the  doctor  if 
he  has  a  chance.     Has  he  ?" 

"Yes." 

"Eosy?" 

"  No." 

"  Why,  what's  thou  been  aboot.  Mat  ?" 
asked  Grolightly,  opening  his  eyes  to  the 
fullest  extent,  in  sheer  wonderment. 
"  Didn't  they  ask  thy  advice  before  making 
the  match  ?  how  that  thou  did  not  crab  it 
right  off?" 

Briefly,  but  gloomily,  Crisp  related  the 
legend  of  the  wager ;  indignantly  and  not 
briefly,  commented  on  the  artful  dodge  of 
Mr.  Patrick  Eyan.  Grolightly  spared  not 
his  condolence^ — nor  proofs  of  his  native 
prudence. 

''  Friendship  is  friendship,  Matthew,  but 
niver  a  friend  in  the  wide  world  wad 
persuade   me   to   back  owt  that  hadn't   a 


Pigskin  and  Willow.  39 

chance.  That  yap,  Essom — he  is  our  secre- 
tary, thou  sees,  Mat,  and  I'm  in  a  manner 
hound  to  be  civil  to  him, — offered  to  lay 
me  two  to  one  again'  the  Doctor.  I 
dinnot  think,  after  what  thou's  tell'd 
me,  that  thy  maisther's  gotten  much  pros- 
pect of  pulling  it  off;  but  I  shall  take 
Essom's  two  to  one  nane  the  less.  Acci- 
dents '11  happen  i'  steeplechasin'  as  weel 
as  i'  cricket,  and  mebby  there'll  be  sike'n 
a  thing  as  hedgin'  to  a  profit  on  the 
day." 

"Please  thysel',  Jack,"  rejoined  Crisp, 
'•'  Please  thysel'.  We  can  ride  a  bit  re- 
member ;  and  we'se  try  all  we  knaw.  Dinna 
forget  that.'' 

"  All  right.  I  shall  tak'  his  two  to  one. 
Ta,  ta  ! — Oh  ?  isn't  that  the  nag  he  means 
to  run?" 

''  Noa  1"  replied  Crisp,  in  a  tone  the  least 
bit  contemptuous.     "This  is't   meat.     He 
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can  give  her  a  stean  and  a  beatin' — ony 
distance  !" 

"  Why  thou  dissant  saay  so  ?  He  can, 
can  he  ? — Then  I  shall  tak'  that  Essom's 
two  to  one.     Ta,  ta  !'' 

And  Mr.  John  Grolightly  straightway 
proceeded  to  the  shop  of  the  Leviathan  of 
Heatherthorp,  there  to  have  booked  two  to 
one  against  Kelpie — in  crowns.  It  is  needless 
to  remark  that  the  stone  and  a  beating  to 
which  Crisp  had  so  nonchalantly  adverted 
existed  solely  in  his  fertile  brain;  it  was 
literally  a  flight  of  fancy.  Kelpie  and  the 
mare  had  never  been  tried  together  since 
they  came  into  the  Doctor's  possession  ;  but 
Mat  plainly  saw  (or  fancied  he  saw,  which 
amounted  to  the  same  thing)  that  it  was 
not  improbable  his  master  would  fall  a 
victim  to  the  machinations  of  Eyan  and 
company,  so  he  made  up  his  mind  to  a 
little  scheming  on  his   own  account,   with 
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the  laudable  intention  of  beating  the  con- 
spirators at  their  own  game.  Mr.  Arthur 
was  too  honourable  for  'em,  but  not  he!  Only 
wait.  Intuitively  he  knew  that  Grolightly 
would  banter  Essom — after  the  Leviathan 
had  booked  the  bet — and  he  cunningly 
suspected  it  would  come  out  in  the  course 
of  the  wordy  encounter,  that  Kelpie  could 
give  "Widow  Malone  one-and-twenty  pounds 
(Jack  would  never  stop  short  at  a  stone !) 
and  beat  her  out  of  sight !  Making  the 
utmost  allowance  for  the  unbelief  of  the 
talent  assembled  within  the  walls  of  the 
local  subscription  rooms,  Mr.  Golightly's 
mild  assertion  would,  he  was  sure,  make 
Kelpie  a  better  favourite.  When  the 
price  shortened,  Crisp  would  be  prepared 
with  another  card,  and — another;  so  that, 
win  the  match  or  lose  it,  he  would  touch 
some  of  their  coin.  On  that  he  was  re- 
solved. 
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The  little  fiction  which  Crisp  had  con- 
trived was  promulgated,  as  he  conjectured, 
\>Y  Grolightly,  with  ''illustrations  and  addi- 
tions;" and  it  produced  tlie  anticipated 
effect.  Kelpie  became  a  better  favourite. 
The  Leviathan  declined  now  to  offer  more 
than  seven  to  four  against  the  Doctor's 
champion.  Crisp  chuckled  when  he  heard 
of  this  change  in  the  betting,  and  felt 
strongly  tempted  to  saunter  down  to  the 
Sursingle  Arms  himself,  for  the  purpose  of 
adding  still  further  to  the  perplexity  of  Mr. 
Daniel  Essom  and  his  speculative  following. 
On  mature  consideration,  however,  he  de- 
cided to  remain  away ;  he  might — there 
was  no  telling — be  drawn  into  saying  more 
than  was  prudent,  and  anyhow  it  would 
be  better  to  keep  his  whip  still  until  the 
Doctor's  return  to  Heatherthorp. 

Touching  whose  absence  there  were  many 
rumours,  and  some  of  them  not  very  wide 
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of  tlie  actual  truth  ;  for  latterly  his  reputa- 
tion as  a  sportsman  had  in  some  sort  over- 
borne his  right  to  be  deemed  "  a  good  young 
gentleman"  (the  appellation  first  bestowed 
by  Miss  Priscilla  Cardmums),  while  it  nearly 
equalled  his  celebrity  as  a  medical  practi- 
tioner. Barjona,  ui'ged  on  by  Essom,  made 
it  his  business  to  wait  upon  Robson  at  the 
surgery  to  inquire  about  the  case  that  had 
called  Dr.  Sutton  from  Heatherthorp.  It 
would  have  been  more  conducive  to  the 
comfort  of  the  man  of  frigid  morals  and 
rigid  collars  if  he  had  remained  at  home. 
Amiable  Mr.  Robson  was  simplicity  itself. 
He  hiew  as  much  about  the  real  cause  of 
the  Doctor's  departure  as  Barjona;  and  he 
suspected  nothing.  Accordingly  when  the 
Quaker,  ungratefully  declining  to  indulge 
Mr.  Eobson  with  a  sight  of  his  tongue,  put 
the  question  which  Essom  had  inspired, 
Mr.  Eobson   simply   repeated    the    answer 
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which  his  principal  had  provided.  A  volu- 
minously technical  description  of  an  ima- 
ginary malady,  and  a  similarly  fanciful 
enumeration,  in  professional  phraseology,  of 
the  remedies  that  had  been  vainly  applied 
— both  bewildering  beyond  expression  to 
Barjona — were  all  that  estimable  member 
of  the  people  called  Quakers  got  for  his 
meddling.  Yes,  Mr.  Eobson  gave  him 
some  advice.  This  was  more  disconcerting 
than  he  would  have  cared  to  own.  Barjona 
had  never  felt  so  much  *' above  himself"  as 
he  did  when  he  put  his  foot  inside  the 
surgery ;  now  he  was  almost  ill !  He  turned 
suddenly  on  his  heel,  thereby  bringing 
Mr.  Bobson's  well-intentioned  professional 
homily  to  an  abrupt  termination,  and  it  was 
only  the  recollection  of  what  he  owed  to 
society — that  is  to  say,  to  the  Society  of 
Friends — which  prevented  his  giving  utte- 
rance to  a  Friendly  equivalent  to  a  rousing 
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expletive.  Ill !  lie  never  was  better  in  his 
life.     Ill  ! 

Crisp  saw  the  Quaker  enter  the  surgery, 
and  as  he  had  not  had  an  opportunity  of 
exchanging  a  word  with  him  since  the 
morning  Teddy  O'Toole  (otherwise,  and 
subject  to  the  approval  of  the  monthly  meet- 
ing, John  Woolman)  bolted  and  got  rid  of 
his  rider,  he  thought  the  moment  opportune 
for  a  renewal  of  horsey  greetings. 

"  Thy  Master  remains  absent  longer  than 
was  anticipated,  Matthew?''  remarked  the 
Quaker,  in  an  interrogatory  manner. 

"Does  he  now?"  responded  Crisp, 
promptly. 

^'Doesnthe?" 

"  Depends  upon  what  ye  anticipated,  Mr. 
Barjona.  For  my  part  I  have  never  troubled 
my  head  about  it.  But  then  I  doant  need 
him ;  how  ill  i/ou  look,  though !  That 
hunter  o'  yours  is  ower  mony  for  ye,  sir. 
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But  what  am  I  talking  about  ?  I  hear  you 
are  going  to  subscribe  to  the  H.H.  Now 
that's  hearty,  and  Hberal.  Did  you  hear 
about  our  match  ?  I  suppose  you'll  have  a 
bit  on ;  I  am  sure  Mr.  Arthur  would  back 
you  if  you  entered  Teddy  O'Toole  in  the 
Wimple  Cup,  and  steered  him  yerself! 
Now  there's " 

But  the  Quaker  had  vanished;  driven 
from  the  field  by  a  tongue  which  upon  one 
subject  at  least  was  more  caustic  than  his 
own.  In  his  heart  Barjona  banned  the 
hour  when,  in  view  of  his  too  rapidly 
augmenting  rotundity,  he,  allowed  by 
Eyan  and  Teddy  O'Toole,  resolved  to 
witch  the  world  with  noble  horseman- 
ship. 

That  night  saw  Crisp  at  the  railway 
station  awaiting  the  arrival  of  his  master 
and  Kelpie.  He  had  ridden  over  beside  the 
driver  of  the  Sursingle  omnibus,   and  had 
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favoured  that  cross-drained  but  sporting 
handler  of  the  ribbons  with  what  he  was 
pleased  to  term  the  straight  tip  about  the 
forthcoming  match.  The  driver  was  happy. 
He  comported  himself  accordingly  ;  and  his 
weather-mottled  visage,  as  far  as  it  could 
express  anything,  told  the  world  of  Heather- 
thorp  that  the  proud  possessor  *'knew 
something."  It  is  true  that  he  knew 
nothing  at  all ;  but  Crisp  had  bidden  him 
keep  his  money  until  the  day ;  and  was  not 
that  significant  ?  He  had  only  to  remark 
when  he  returned  to  the  kitchen  fire  of  the 
Sursingle,  that  he  had  had  Doctor  Sutton's 
man  with  him  on  the  box  all  the  way  to 
the  station,  to  add  that  they  had  talked 
about  nothing  but  the  match,  to  thereupon 
mutter  something  about  reserving  his  invest- 
ment until  the  day,  and  to  sapiently  shake 
his  head,  in  order  to  convince  his  hearers 
that   he  was   a  very  well-informed  person 
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indeed,  up  to  the  hilt  in  the  confidences  of 
the  Sutton  stable. 

"  Look  sharp  with  that  horse-box  there  ! " 
cried  the  station-master,  as  the  last  train 
entered  the  station.  "  We  are  five  minutes 
late.  Good  evening,  Doctor  Sutton.  I 
hope  I  see  you  well,  sir." 

"  Perfectly  well,  I  thank  you.  Ah ! 
Crisp,"  continued  he,  in  a  cordial  tone, 
"you  will  look  to  Kelpie.  Mr.  Heston 
here — ^you  know  him — will  lend  you  a  hand. 
Anything  new?" 

"  Barjona's  called  to  see  you.  They  onli/ 
lay  seven  to  four  again'  you. — But  they'll 
lay  more  yet,"  he  added  to  himself. 

''Ah!  I  shall  patronize  the  'bus.  Let 
me  see  you  for  a  minute  or  two  before  you 
go  to  bed." 

The  Doctor  took  a  place  in  the  omnibus, 
and  Crisp,  accompanied  by  Mr.  Heston, 
the    schoolmaster     under    whom    Kelpie's 
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steeple-chase  education  had  been  perfected, 
looked  after  the  horse  box,  which — as  on  a 
former  never-to-be-forgotten  occasion — con- 
tained a  couple  of  nags. 

"  Whew  1"  whistled  the  somewhat 
amazed  Matthew,  when  the  pair  had  been 
safely  landed  and  stood  side  by  side.  ''  I 
couldn't  ha'  thowt  it." 

"  What  are  you  whistling  and  muttering 
there  for  ?"  growled  Mr.  Heston,  evidently 
not  favourably  impressed  with  the  first 
ebullition  of  Crisp's  peculiar  humour. 
"  Can't  you  see  we're  not  alone  ?  Wait  till 
we  get  outside." 

Not  another  word  did  Crisp  utter ;  and 
the  station-master,  porters,  and  telegraph 
clerks — speculators  to  a  man — together 
with  a  tall  angular  individual  who  looked 
like  a  bagman  and  who  spoke  with  a  brogue, 
had  to  take  their  several  ways,  unen- 
lightened as  to  the  cause  of  Crisp's  whistle 
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of  surprise.  The  brief  warning  of  Mr. 
Heston  they  had  not  heard. 

"  Here,  let  me  give  you  a  leg  up/'  said 
Heston,  when  they  got  outside  the  station. 

"  No,  not  on  this— I " 

"  Jump  up  !  and  do  keep  that  silly  tongue 
of  yours  between  your  teeth,  will  yer? 
Never  mind  me,  I  can  manage.  This  is  the 
road  to  He^thorp,  isn't  it  ?  " 

Crisp  nodded  assent.  Speechless  as  "  the 
dumb  old  servitor"  who  steered  the  lily 
maid  Elaine  to  the  court  of  King  Arthur  was 
he  now:  speechless -and  likewise  grumpy. 

"  Come  on  then;  we  can  talk  by-and*by." 

Crisp  again  nodded,  and  the  pair  trotted 
gently  off,  inspected,  by  station-master, 
porters,  telegraph-clerk,  and  bagman-looking 
stranger,  the  latter  of  whom,  in  his  obvious 
thirst  for  equine  knowledge,  had  allowed 
the  omnibus  to  depart  without  him.  They 
rode   on   without   exchanging   a   word,    or 


Pigskin  and  Willow.  51 

altering  the  pace,  until  they  reached  the  top 
of  the  hill  beyond  the  bridge  that  crosses 
the  Wimple,  where  Mr.  Heston  pulled  up. 

"Now  Crisp,"  said  he  encouragingly, 
"you  can  speak." 

"  I  ha'  nowt  to  say,"  responded  Matthew 
surlily. 

"  Come,  come,"  retorted  Heston,  "  you 
musn't  begin  to  show  temper !  that's  a  fooFs 
game.  A  precious  fine  customer  you  are, 
to  begin  jibbing  now.  Have  they  squared 
you?" 

"  Squared  me  1"  he  exclaimed,  with  a 
look  of  sovereign  contempt.  "  Let  'em  try 
it  on  1" 

"  Ha,  ha  !"  laughed  Heston,  "  it  looks 
like  it." 

"  Never  mind,"  rejoined  Crisp,  sulkily. 

"  But  I  do  mind.  We  must  row  in 
together.  First  of  all,  tell  me  if  you  know 
what  horse  you're  across  ?" 
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"  No ;  but  I  can  tell  you  what  horse  I'm 
not  across." 

"  You  can  ;  and  that  is " 

"  Kelpie." 

"  No  !"  exclaimed  Heston,  his  ruddy  face 
broadening  with  a  grin  of  mischievous  im- 
port, "  and  what  else  have  you  discovered, 
Mr.  Crisp?  Now  be  careful,"  he  added, 
adopting  the  manner  of  a  cross-examining 
Q.C.,  "be  careful,  sir,  if  you  are  not  on  your 
oath !" 

"  Why,  I've  fand  out  this,  Mr.  Heston— 
where  you  gat  hini  or  how  he  is  bred  I 
dinnot  knaw — but  the  nag  I  have  hod  on 
noo  is  as  like  Kelpie  as  ivir  he  can  be ! 
Two  cherries  fra  't  siiame  branch  couldn't  be 
mair  alike.  I  don't  think  there's  another 
man  i'  this  country,  barrin  Mr.  Arthur  and 
me — and  happen  yoursel',  for  yeVe  studied 
them  together,  could  tell  't  difference." 

"  That  will  do,  witness,"  rejoined  Heston 
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in  the  forensic  manner,  and  gleefully  withal, 
"you  may  stand  down. — Mat,  my  lad,  if 
you  think  the  nag  you  are  on  so  much  like 
Kelpie  here,  they'd  never  tumble  to  the 
difference  up  yonder,  eh?"  and  he  pointed 
in  the  direction  of  the  town  of  Heatherthorp. 

"  Never,  but " 

"  Stop  a  bit.  From  what  I've  heard  about 
Blouzelinda,  I  think  Kelpie  is  just  about 
good  enough  to  do  her  at  the  weights.  But 
that  is  not  everything.  We  must  have  a 
bit  of  money  out  of  them." 

''That's  it!" 

"  And  I  fancy  I  see  my  way  to  getting  it. 
You  saw  that  three-cornered  Irishman — him 
with  nose  and  whiskers  to  match,  at  the 
railway  station  ?" 

Crisp  nodded. 

"  That's  a  confederate  of  Mr.  Eyan's. 
he's  got  some  money  to  lay  against  Kelpie. 
We  rode  here  tosjether.     He  told   me  he 
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was  in  the  Irish  linen  line,  and  asked  me  if 
I  knew  a  Misther  Essom  who  lived  in 
Heatherthorp.  Crisp,  Essom  hasn't  added 
another  branch  to  his  trade,  eh  ?" 

"No." 

"  This  schaming  broth  of  a  bhoy  must  be 
looked  afther,''  proceeded  Heston,  mimick- 
ing the  brogue  of  the  designing  stranger. 
"  Depend  upon  it  he's  Eyan's  commissioner. 
We  must  have  Mm  on  the  bounce.  And 
now  look  here.  The  doctor  has  given  me 
full  permission  to  work  this  little  business 
as  /  like.  You  go  on  home  with  Devilskin, 
and  put  him  up  just  as  you  would  Kelpie — 
don't  make  a  face  about  it ;  d'ye  think  I'd 
leave  Kelpie  a  minute  !  and  well  stop  at  the 
Stork  and  Castle,  where  I  am  known. 
You  see  what  I  mean?" 

Crisp  nodded  an  uncheerful  assent.  The 
idea  of  parting  with  Kelpie  troubled  him 
sorely. 
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"  Well  have  it  got  up  for  them  to-morrow 
— my  Irish  friend  will  stop  at  the  Stork 
and  Castle  :  I  recommended  him  to  do  so. 
I  shall  tell  him  that  there's  to  be  a  sort  of 
trial  in  the  morning.  Now,  listen.  I  shall 
turn  out  with  Kelpie,  who  will  be  in  my 
clothing ;  you  with  Devilskin^' — Crisp's  face 
lengthened  at  this — "  and  I  should  not 
wonder  if  Devilshin  teas  beaten  by  twenty 
lengths.  If  that  does  not  set  'em  a  task,  we 
must  break  Devilskin — I  mean  Kelpie — 
down,  the  morning  before  the  race ;  we  can 
manage  that  easily  enough  beforehand,  with 
a  white  handkerchief  spotted  with  red  ink 
— or  a  cut  finger,  which  is  better.  Now 
we  understand  each  other." 

Crisp  could  not  speak,  his  heart  was  too 
full.  He  gripped  the  hand  of  his  fellow- 
€onspirator — he  looked  him  full  in  the  face 
— he  winked.  It  was  a  powerful  contrac- 
tion  of  the   dexter   eyelids,    and   it    spoke 
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libraries.      They  rode  on  in  silent   amity. 
At  last  they  understood  each  other. 

They  were  not  the  only  plotters  who  that 
night  compared  notes  about  the  match. 
Outside  the  borough  boundaries,  by  the  side 
of  the  river  Wimple,  two  figures  might 
have  been  seen,  deeply  engaged  in  conver- 
sation. We  have  long  known  one  of  these  ; 
we  have  met  the  other  to-night  for  the  first 
time.     Listen. 

"  And  so  you  think  Mr.  Macarthy,  that 
it  is  a  moral  for  the  mare  ?" 

"  Indade  I  do,  Misther  Essom — that  is 
my  friend  Eoyan  thinks  so,  and  shouldn't 
he  know?'' 

"  Just  so ;  just  so.  Then  we  must  get  his 
money  on  somehow;  but  I  am  afraid  we 
shall  have  to  lay  stiffish  odds.  However, 
you  will  not  show  at  the  Sursingle  to-night, 
I  suppose  ?     I  fancy,  on  the  whole,  you'd 
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better  not.  I  will  go  and  see  what's  mov- 
ing. Look  in  in  the  morning  and  give  me 
the  office  about  the  rough  up." 

"And  would  I  fail  ye,  now,  Misther 
Essom  ?" 

They  returned  to  Heatherthorp  imme- 
diately afterwards,  Mr.  Macarthy  to  his 
quarters  at  the  Stork  and  Castle,  to  be 
crammed  like  a  Christmas  turkey  by  Machi- 
avellian Mr.  Heston,  and  Mr.  Daniel  Essom 
to  Martin  Sillery's — by  the  back  way — in- 
creasedly  anxious  to  lay  a  fair  price  against 
Kelpie. 

It  was  well  for  Matthew  Crisp  and  John 
Golightly,  likewise  plotting  on  the  bank 
side  without  the  boundaries  of  the  borough, 
that  the  hairdresser  and  his  coadjutor  did 
not  run  against  them  ;  well  for  both  couples 
of  conspirators,  for  a  meeting  would  have 
been  awkward. 
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''See  Leeson,  and  Dale,  and  Emsden  King, 
and  tell  'em  liow  the  land  lies.  They  will 
be  able  to  get  the  money  on  quiet  enough 
next  Wednesday,  just  six  days  fra'  this,  and 
the  day  afore  the  meeting  begins.  There'll 
be  heaps  of  Shipley  folk  here  up  at  Market 
day." 

"  All  reet.  Mat." 

"And  they're  not  to  mind  Avhat  they 
hear  about  Kelpie  being  beaten  in  his  trial ; 
or  aboot  his  breaking  down.  He's  mebby 
dee  baith  afore't  day.  When  there  is  a 
screw  loose  I'll  let  'em  knaw  quick  enough." 

"  All  reet.  Mat." 

"Noo,  baud  thee  ways  to  Sillery's,  and 
shut  Essom  at  yance  if  he  offers  mair  than 
two  to  one." 

"  All  right." 

"Keep  thy  eye — baith  eyes — on  an  Irish 
feller  who'll  mebby  be  wi'  Essom." 

"I  will." 
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Still  plotting,  but  of  another  description. 
Timothy  Wilson,  Esq.,  who  had  retired 
to  the  library  to  read  (his  custom  after  a 
strictly  family  dinner),  leaving  the  girls  to 
amuse  themselves  as  best  they  might,  was 
sound  asleep  ;  a  condition  which  betrayed  a 
contented  mind,  and  a  singular  capacity  for 
speedily  mastering  Professor  Carbonifero's 
celebrated  paper  on  the  adulteration  of  bone- 
manures.  The  girls  were  about  as  keenly 
wakeful  as  two  young  ladies  with  a  relish 
for  mischief,  and  a  taste  for  correct  intrigue, 
could  possibly  be.  Their  chosen  retreat  was 
Kate's  little  room,  where  there  was  a  bright 
fire,  and  not  the  least  prospect  of  an  intruder 
more  formidable  than  Burroughs.  The 
lamp  was  out  (what  was  the  use  of  lighting 
it  to  talk  ?  Sylvia  said),  and  Kate  and  her 
friend  sat  upon  the  hearth-rug,  and  cosily 
took  the  bright  fire  into  their  confidences. 
"  So,    they    are  |both    coming,    you    see 
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Syl,"  observed  Kate,  musingly,  *'  and  to 
speak  vulgarly,  my  dear — there'll  be  a 
row." 

"Why?  This  is  not  a  duelling  age — 
certainly  not  a  duelling  land.  Gentlemen 
don't  riddle  each  other  with  bullets  in  their 
host's  drawing-room ;  and  you  surely  dont 
expect  your  Doctor  to  pull  off  his  coat,  and 
invite  Mr.  Woodridge — I  rather  pity  that 
young  gentleman — to  remove  his,  do  you  ?" 

''  How  can  you  be  so  foolish,  Sylvia  ?  I 
did  not  mean  that.     I  m_eant " 

^'  To  say  that  if  Mr.  Woodridge  loses  this 
match,  or  vice  versa,  he  and  Doctor  Sutton 
will,  with  malice  prepense,  enter  into  a 
pleasant  little  discussion  over  your  father's 
hospitable  board;  immediately  the  ladies 
retire.  What  do  you  take  your  affiance  for  ? 
An  idiot  ?  Isn't  it  his  policy  to  conciliate 
your  dear,  perverse  papa  ?" 

"  I  suppose  you  are  right,  Sylvia ;  you 
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generally  are — indoors ;  but  I  wish  it  were 


over." 


"  Wish  away,  my  love  ;  it's  sure  to  be 
eventful,  and  you  must  be  ready  for  any 
emergency ;  for  if  I  interpret  our  delightful 
Doctor  aright,  he  is  becoming  desperate. 
Nothing  would  surprise  me  less  than  to  see 
him  attempt  to  take  the  castle — I  mean 
your  papa  and  yourself — by  storm." 

'^  Sylvia !" 

"  You  need  not  make  such  big  eyes  over 
it :  I  am  serious.  Our  arrangements  are  as 
perfect  as  we  can  make  them,  thank  good- 
ness !  If  I  mistake  not  we  have  not 
undertaken  more  than  we  can  accomplish 
(keep  within  your  resources  in  party-giving 
is  a  maxim  worthy  of  Tupper),  so  do  not 
lose  heart.  We  honour  Sir  Harry  Sur- 
single  with  our  presence  on  the  Thursday ; 
he  honours  the  Place  with  his  august  pre- 
sence on  the  Friday,  to  take  part  in  a  heavy 
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dinner,  a  carpet  dance,  a  charade, — no,  to 
patronize  a  charade ;  lie  comes,  and  his  party 
come  with  him." 

"  Although  I  am  the  hostess,  Sylvia, 
darling,  what  should  I  have  done  without 
you? 

''  Done  ? — nothing.  You  are  in  love. 
Hope  deferred,  and  so  forth.  You  will  be 
a  cypher  in  this  ancestral  hall  (by  the  way, 
it  is  not  very  ancestral,  is  it  ?)  on  Friday 
next,  perhaps  worse  than  a  cypher.  But 
shall  I  desert  you  in  your  hour  of  trial  ? 
Never !" 

The  interview  ended,  as  their  interviews 
generally  did,  with  Kate's  kissing  her 
eccentric  friend,  and  telling  her  she  was  "  a 
strange  girl." 

Eather  late  that  same  night  the  Doctor 
and  his  man  Mat  compared  notes. 

"  Pray  don  t  enter  into  a  long  rigmarole 
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about  what  Heston  means  to  do.  He  has 
my  full  permission  to  do  what  he  likes,  and 
so  you  and  he  must  pull  together.  I  just 
wanted  to  tell  you  not  to  forget  to  back 
Kelpie  whenever  you  have  a  chance  of  get- 
ting on  at  a  decent  price.  And  if  any  of 
my  friends  ask  how  I  am,  say  you  fancy  I 
am  not  as  well  as  I  should  be.  Say  I  am 
awfully  thin  :  which  is  quite  true  Mat,  for  I 
have  been  training  a  bit.  And  I  shan't 
be  offended  if  you  shake  your  head  and 
wish  I  was  a  trifle  stronger.  Do  you 
understand  ?" 

"  Do  I  NOT  l"  Mat  exclaimed  signifi- 
cantly. 

"Wonderful  what  sense  Mr.  Arthur  has 
— when  he  likes,"  added  Crisp,  medita- 
tively as  the  Doctor  turned  his  back.  "  He's 
bent  on  winning  this  time — evidently. 
Poor  owd  Kelpie  !  I  wonder  how  he  gets 
on    at  the    Stork  and  Castle  ?     I'd  rather 
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he'd  been  in  his  own  snug  stall."  Crisp 
heaved  a  sigh.  "  I  mun  put  up  wi't,  I 
suppose ;  I  mun  put  up  wi't.  Noo  let's  see 
and  mak'  his  twin  brother  comfortable  for 
the  night.  Astonishing  how  like  Kelpie 
he  is.  Couldn't  ha'  believed  it.  Come 
ower,  owd  Devilskin  !  Surprisin'  likeness. 
Poor  owd  Kelp !  I  wonder  if  Ileston  un- 
derstands his  little  ways  ?'" 

Mr.  Macarthy's  interior  was  thoroughly 
whiskey-proof.  Although  he  had  kept  it 
up  with  Mr.  Ileston  until  far  beyond  the 
hour  of  retiring  observed  by  the  habitual 
inmates  of  the  Stork  and  Castle,  he  rose 
before  the  boots  and  sallied  forth,  just  as 
Heston,  mounted  on  Kelpie,  was  disappear- 
ing round  the  corner  of  a  bye-street  that 
afforded  a  short  cut  to  the  road  which  leads 
to  the  race-course.  There  was  not  a  soul 
astir  at  that  end  of  the  town,  and  as  he 
could  not  distinguish  what  was  going  on  at 
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the  other,  he  was  unaware  of  the  advent  of 
Crisp  on  Devilskin, — likewise  en  route  to 
the  course.  The  "  three-cornered  Irishman  " 
as  Heston  had  somewhat  irreverently  termed 
him,  made  his  way,  as  if  by  instinct,  to  the 
best  place  for  witnessing  the  spin,  but,  to 
his  embarrassment,  when  he  had  taken  up 
a  snug  but  commanding  position  there,  he 
found  he  was  not  alone.  The  fact  was, 
John  Golightly,  although  he  knew  what 
the  result  of  the  trial  would  be,  had  been 
unable  to  resist  the  temptation  of  seeing 
how  the  Doctor's  horse  took  his  fences. 

"  Good  mornin',  sir,"  said  Jack,  aloud — 
and,  to  himself,  ''  this  is  the  Irishman  Crisp 
said  I  was  to  look  after — yes,  it's  him  for  a 
hundred  !" 

"  Grood  morninV  replied  Mr.  Macarthy. 

"  "We're  baith  on  t'saame  arrand,''  pro- 
ceeded Jack,  ;  they're  goin'  to  try  'em." 

And  he  pointed  cabalistically  to  the  two 
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nags,  by  this  time  cantering  up  to  the 
start. 

"  D'ye  mdind  the  weights  ?"  asked 
Ma  earthy. 

*'I  dinnot.  But  if  Kelpie's  beaten — 
keep  down  or  they'll  see  you — I  hedge  iviry 
penny  of  my  money.     They're  off !" 

Spare  the  chronicler,  in  prospect  of  the 
greater  event  so  near  at  hand,  the  task  of 
lowing  the  pair  stride  by  stride  through 
their  humbugging  rough-up.  Devilskin 
was  beaten  many  a  length ;  in  fact  he  could 
not  act  at  all  during, the  last  half  mile ;  and 
Golightly,  audibly  cursing  his  luck,  left  the 
Irishman  to  make  the  best  he  could  of  the 
trial.  Essom  was  waiting  for  him,  and  "  the 
tip"  he  brought  would  have  been  altogether 
reassuring  but  for  one  thing.  Mr.  Macarthy 
was  not  the  only  witness  of  Kelpie's  igno- 
minious defeat :  Golightly  had  seen  it — the 
whole  town  would  know  before  noon. 

**  We  shall  have  to  lay  three  to  one  on 
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Blouzelinda.  I  don't  like  doing  it.  I'd 
sooner  take  it.  Only,  as  you  say,  it  is  such 
a  certainty." 

That  night  at  the  Sursingle,  Emsden 
King  partook,  or  seemed  to  partake,  abun- 
dantly of  champagne ;  yet  only  to  the  un- 
initiated did  he  appear  very  deep  in  his 
cups.  His  friends  knew  better.  They 
were  acquainted  with  his  powers  of  absorp- 
tion. However,  in  the  exuberance  of  the 
moment  he  offered  to  back  his  friend  Doctor 
Sutton  for  "  anything  in  reason." 

"  One  of  th'  besht  cricketersh  in  t' 
Northridin',  bar  none  !  What  do  I  care 
about  this — this  trial?  Here,  will  anybody 
— is  there  anybody  game  enough  t — t — to 
lay  me  four  to  one  'gainst  Doctor  Sutton's 
horse  ?  I'll  take  three  to  one.  What ! 
will  none  of  you  lay  ?" 

*'  Yes,  I  will !"  suddenly  exclaimed  Mr. 
Macarthy,    who    happened   to    be    present. 

5— a 
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He  would  have  shot  Mr.  King  before ;  but 
he  feared  a  bet  made  with  the  enthusiastic 
yeoman  at  that  moment  might  afterwards 
have  to  be  cancelled.  Essom  whisperingly 
told  him  it  would  be  all  right,  and  therefore 
he  spoke.     "  You  can  have  three  ponies." 

"  Don^." 

"  Three  fifties  ?" 

"Done  again,  sir.  One  hundedanfiftj 
golden  sovereigns  to  fifty  ditto — Doctor 
Suttonsh  horse  Kelpie,"  muttered  Mr.  King, 
as  he  slowly  entered  the  wager.  "And 
your  name  ish " 

"  Macarthy,  sorr, — Michael  Macarthy. 
Misther  Essom  here  knows  me — or  shall  we 
post  the  money  ?  " 

"  Cert'nly  not.  Tour  name  is  shfficient, 
if  Mr.  Essom  says  it's  all  right."  Essom 
nodded,  and  the  bet  was  ratified. 

The  succeeding  day  some  more  of  the 
Doctor's,  that  is  to  say,  the  stable's  money 
was  invested,  chiefly  in  driblets,  partly  by 
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Crisp  and  partly  by  Leeson ;  the  victim 
being  Mr.  Macartby's  commissioner,  Essom, 
whose  book,  had  the  "  laying  "  portion  of  it 
been  his,  would  have  occasioned  him  no 
little  uneasiness.  Then  Essom  must  have  a 
bit  on  of  his  own  (he  meditated),  they  said  it 
was  such  a  good  thing;  why,  they  told 
him  that  even  if  Kelpie  were  all  right, 
Blouzelinda  could  fall  down  and  win  !  But 
he  could  hardly  make  up  his  mind  to  lay 
such  odds,  and  it  was  likely  to  be  worse  on 
the  day  when  the  Shipley  puddlers  and 
blast-furnace  men  backed  the  mare ;  as  back 
her  tliey  certainly  would,  if  they  had  to  lay 
as  much  as  twenty  to  one.  It  was  a  new 
game  for  him,  this  laying  three  to  one  on 
anything ;  and  he  did  not  half  like  it, 
although  the  money  was  not  his.  Yet 
Essom  considered  this  the  very  best  thing 
he  ever  knew  in  his  life. 

The  trainer's  ruse  had  worked  admirably, 
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and  he  rubbed  hands  over  its  success  with 
Crisp.  There  would  be  no  occasion  to 
"break  Kelpie  down;"  for  the  odds  they 
were  laying  on  Bloiizelinda  were  quite  as 
big  as  Crisp  and  Heston  desired,  under  the 
circumstances. 

Another  trial  of  Kelpie — if  a  prudent  bit 
of  schooling  over  the  country  he  was  to 
travel  in  the  match  might  be  termed  a  trial 
— came  off  in  the  dusk  four  days  prior 
to  the  eventful  day ;  but  there  were  no 
extraneous  witnesses  present.  Thanks  to 
Crisp's  ostentatious  (exhibition  of  Kelpie 
(that  is  to  say,  of  Kelpie's  remarkable 
**  double  "  Devilskin)  in  and  about  Heather- 
thorp,  the  real  Simon  Pure  was  graciously 
vouchsafed  an  undisturbed  amble  to  the 
course,  steered  by  Heston,  and  accompanied 
by  an  accomplished  cross-country  nag,  his 
property,  under  the  guidance  of  a  dried-up 
articled   pupil   whose    conspicuous   virtues 
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were  an  indisposition  to  augment  in  bulk, 
and  a  capacity  for  keeping  liis  tongue  be- 
tween his  teeth  at  the  call  of  duty. 

Doctor  Sutton  was  waiting,  and  as  he 
meant  business,  no  time  was  lost  in  strip- 
ping the  pair  of  their  clothing,  and  getting 
them  ready  for  their  rough-up.  Kelpie 
behaved  like  a  gentleman,  took  his  fences  in 
great  style,  and  collared  the  last  quarter  of 
a  mile,  which  was  on  the  rise,  in  a  fashion 
that  spoke  eloquently  for  the  careful  prepa- 
ration of  Crisp  and  Heston — collared  it 
three  lengths  in  front  of  his  adversary. 

"  We  shan't  break  down  for  want  of 
condition,  Heston  ?" 

"  Nor  for  want  of  being  properly  handled 
either.  Doctor,"  rejoined  the  trainer,  ad- 
miringly. "  Bar  accidents,  sir,  we  shall 
wm. 

"  If  we  don't,  we  must  try  and  stretch 
the  other  one's  neck,  at  all  events." 
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"  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  said  the 
articled  pupil  touching  the  place  where  his 
intellectual  faculties  were  supposed  to  re- 
side. "  I  suppose  it's  good  enough  for  my 
couple  ?" 

"  My  lad,  keep  your  money  in  your 
pocket,"  replied  the  Doctor.  "  If  you  were 
to  invest  your  couple,  as  you  call  it,  the 
Blouzelinda  party  might  suspect  something. 
You  stand  a  tenner  with  me." 

"Thank  you,  sir,"  replied  the  delighted 
mannikin,  more  determined  than  before  to 
invest  his  couple. 

Messrs.  Tagrag  and  Bobtail,  in  the  shape  of 
a  ragged  regiment  of  unwholesome  vendors 
of  correct  cards,  swarmed  into  Heatherthorp 
on  the  following  market  day,  and  an  indus- 
trious band  of  north- country  disciples  of 
St.  Nicholas  followed  in  their  train.  These 
were  veterans ;  by  coming  on  the  Wednes- 
day,   they  were   enabled,    as    some   of  the 


Pigskin  and  Willow.  73 

butterwives  found  to  their  cost,  to  "  get 
their  hands  in,"  by  way  of  preparing  the 
way  for  the  more  audacious  investigations  of 
the  morrow.  Essom  lathered  not,  neither 
did  he  shave  on  that  day  ;  his  earlier  hours 
were  occupied  with  visits  to  the  Sursingle 
and  the  Stork  and  Castle  to  look  after  the 
arrivals ;  then,  later  on,  came  solemn  inter- 
views with  the  printer ;  and,  later  still,  we 
shall  find  him  in  the  committee  room, 
awaiting  the  entries  for  the  overnight 
stakes.  "  There's  lots  of  horses,"  with  an 
air  of  grave  satisfaction,  said  one  sporting 
haunter  of  the  Sursingle  to  another,  "  and 
that  last  'un's  a  clinker."  Essom  was 
making  his  way  to  the  committee  when  this 
remark  was  made.  He  said  nothing,  but 
immediately  repaired  to  the  Sursingle 
stables  to  have  a  look  at  the  aforesaid 
clinker.  It  was  Blouzelinda,  who  had  just 
arrived  from  Shipley. 
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"Has  Air.  Woodridge  come  by  this 
train  ?"  asked  Essom,  meaningly,  of  the 
groom,  who  was  making  the  chestnut  com- 
fortable for  the  night. 

''No,  he  hasn't,"  replied  the  man,  not 
very  sweetly ;  "  but  I  can  tell  him  first 
thing  in  the  morning  that  ye  were  asking 
for  him — I  should  say,  I  would  tell  him  if 
I  knew  your  name." 

"  My  name's  Essom." 

"  Come  in !  Now,  what  do  you  want 
here?"  ironically  inquired  the  groom,  as 
sundry  loungers  crowded  round  the  stable 
door.  *'  Can't  you  see  the  mare's  not  used 
to  be  gaped  at?  Get  out!"  He  banged 
the  door,  and  turned  the  key.  ''  If  your 
name's  Essom,  it  makes  all  the  difierence  in 
the  world.  Get  over,  Blouzy,  old  girl ! 
Now  will  she  do  ?" 

Blouzelinda  was  a  showy  mare.  Taking 
in  colour  (a  rich  golden  chestnut),  she  was 
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particularly  attractive  from  tlie  park-hack 
point  of  view,  albeit  her  size — she  stood  ex- 
actly sixteen  hands  one — was  rather  against 
her.  Her  head,  neck  and  shoulders  were 
little  short  of  perfection ;  she  was  fairly 
ribbed-up,  had  a  capital  barrel,  and  large, 
handsomely-turned  quarters,  set  off  by  a 
gaily-borne  flag.  Her  thighs  were  light, 
and  hocks  small,  both  these  and  her  knees 
being  a  trifle  further  from  the  ground  than 
a  hypercritic  would  care  to  see.  Perhaps 
her  weakest  point,  however,  notwithstanding 
her  fine  barrel,  was  want  of  girth ;  in  fiict,, 
she  was  big  behind  the  saddle,  instead  of 
before  and  beneath  it. 

"  Do !  I  should  think  she  will  !"  replied 
Essom,  enthusiastically.  "  Why,  if  she  had 
not  the  best  of  the  weights,  and" — he  added 
in  a  lower  tone — "  they  tell  me  she  has,  she 
is  big  enough  to  pull  right  over  the  Doc- 
tor's  pony;    and   almost    long    enough    in 
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the    leg    to    take    the    obstacles     in    her 
stride  \" 

The  match  was  set  for  the  opening  day, 
and  was  the  first  event  on  the  card.  k. 
lovely  autumn  morning  brought  a  motley 
crowd  of  district  excursionists  to  the  town — 
already  thronged  with  visitors  from  remote 
neighbourhoods.  As  the  chronicler  is  not 
writing  this  with  a  view  to  enlightening 
the  dark  minds  of,  say  the  natives  of  Japan, 
he  will  be  forgiven  the  task  of  describing 
a  scene  that  may  be  witnessed  anywhere 
within  these  dominions,  on  almost  any 
working  day  during  the  colder  months 
of  the  twelve. 

"  This  is  a  capital  place,  Kate,"  said 
Sylvia  to  our  darling  ;  "  it  seems  to  me  that 
we  can  see  everywhere." 

The  convertible  brougham  was  open,  and 
the  two  young  ladies,  lialf-buried  in  a  cosy 
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mass  of  bright-coloured  rugs  and  some  of 
the  choicest  furs  of  the  Hudson's  Bay  Com- 
pany, might  well  be  congratulated  on  the 
position  they  had  selected.  By  coming 
early  they  had,  under  favour,  secured  a 
place  nearly  opposite  the  judge's  box.  Mr. 
Wilson  was  unavoidably  absent,  enjoying 
the  society  of  his  aristocratic  friend  the  gout. 
"  Yes,  I  thought  of  that  when  I  sent  to 
Mr.  Essom.  There's  that  dreadful  bell; 
now  they're  going  to  clear  the  course.  Oh, 
Syl,  if  he  should  be  beaten !  Do  you  see 
Arthur  anywhere  ?  There  he  is !  Don^t 
you  see  ?  he  lifts  his  hat.  Poor  fellow  !  I 
think  he  is  pale,  don't  you,  Sylvia  ? — There, 
there's  Woodridge,  turning  away  from  Sir 
Harry's  carriage.  Oh  !  you  horrid  young 
man,"  she  said  to  herself,  fervently,  the 
while  acknowledging  Woodridge 's  salute 
with  much  manifest  sweetness ;  "  it  is 
very     wrong     to     have      such     wishes,    I 
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know,  but  I  should  like  you  to  hurt  your- 
self, just  a  little,  so  that  you  were  to  get 
beaten  in  consequence  !" 

"  Katherine  Wilson  !  why,  you  grow 
positively  diabolical." 

"I  don't  care.  See,  see  !  There's  Kelpie, 
glorious  fellow,  walking  as  sedately  as 
though  he  knew  all  about  it  (I  half  believe 
he  does),  and  Crisp  leading  him.  And  here 
comes  the  other.     What  a  peacock  !" 

"  Upon  my  word,  Kate,  it  is  a  very  beau- 
tiful animal ;  why  your  Kelpie  looks  quite 
mean  beside  it." 

"  Sylvia,  allow  me  to  know  something 
about  a  horse,  please,"  said  Kate,  severely. 
Miss  Yandervelde  shrugged  her  shoulders 
in  silence.  ''Now  they  are  putting  the 
numbers  up — and  there's  the  starter — and, 
that  noise  in  the  ring  is  the  betting  men, 
Sylvia,  you  know,  and,  oh  dear,  here  they 
come  ! " 
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They  were  both  accomplished  horsemen, 
you  might  gather  that  at  a  glance,  and  there 
was  no  fault  with  the  appearance  of  either ; 
perhaps,  however,  the  toilette  of  the  Doctor 
was  a  trifle  more  workmanlike  than  that  of 
his  adversary. 

''  How  handsome  he  looks  in  our  colours  ! " 
whispered  Kate. 

"  How  handsome  they  both  look,  for  that 
matter,"  replied  Sylvia.  "Woodridge's 
colours  are  remarkably  pretty." 

"  I  would  not  be  absurd,  if  I  were  you, 
Syl,"  replied  Kate.  "  White  with  green 
braid  and  orange  cap  !  Why,  he  might  be  a 
buttercup." 

"  I  don't  care,  Kate  the  Crusty  !  he  looks 
charming." 

"Oh,  those  horrid  men,"  peevishly  ex- 
claimed Kate,  apostrophising  the  dulcet- 
tongued  who  were  offering  mellifluously  to 
take  four  to  one.    *'  Now  they  are  cantering 
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— how  ever  you  can  admire  tliat  long-legged 
creature  (I  wish  her  legs  were  not  so  long 
though)  I  don't  know — how  charmingly 
Kelpie  moves  !  Sylvia,  give  me  the  glass ; 
they  will  be  off  directly." 

Crisp  waited  until  the  pair  had  finished 
their  canter,  and  then,  mounting  the  mare, 
crossed  to  the  far  side  of  the  course,  where  a 
thick  crowd  of  the  many-headed  indicated 
the  margin  of  the  water-jump.  Crisp  was 
as  sober  as  a  conscientious  member  of  the 
United  Kingdom  Alliance.  His  present 
mission  was  to  ascertain  if  the  take-off  of 
*'  the  brook"  was,  in  accordance  with  a 
pledge  had  and  obtained  from  Essom,  cured 
of  its  rottenness. 

"  Just  as  I  thowt,"  he  said  to  himself 
with  an  oath  when  he  saw  the  state  of 
affairs.  "  Now,  if  Mr.  Arthur  takes  my 
advice,  and  lets  the  other  mak'  running,  I 
can  give  him  the  office.     There,  they're  off." 
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The  flag  fell,  and  the  two  sailed  long 
together  for  the  space  of  "  a  distance/'  when 
the  Doctor  took  a  pull  at  Kelpie,  and  Blou- 
zelinda  went  away  with  a  strongish  lead. 
Kate's  excitement  increased.  The  Eing 
roared  less  loudly  than  heretofore, — as  yet, 
the  race  afforded  little  encouragement  for 
"  betting  in  runniug/' 

"  I  hope  Arthur  won't  let  him  get  too  far 
away,"  said  Kate,  nervously ;  "  and  now 
Crisp  rides  up  to  him, — what  can  it 
mean  r 

After  landing  over  a  fence  a  field  removed 
from  the  water-jump,  the  Doctor,  still  clear 
of  Blouzelinda,  in  the  rear,  loas  joined  by 
Crisp  on  Widow  Malone — as  Kate  had  won- 
deringly  descried. 

"  That's  right,  Mr.  Arthur,"  said  Crisp, 
pounding  along  by  his  side,  but  fairly  out  of 
the  track.  "  Let  him  cut  it  out.  You're 
safe  to  do  him.     Only  keep   on  the  whip 
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hand  in  the  take-off:  t'other  part's  as  rotten 
as  touchwood." 

Crisp  pulled  up,  and  the  Doctor  continued 
on  his  careful  career,  mindful  of  Mat's 
warning.  The  superior  stride  and  bigger 
jumping  power  of  Blouzelinda  served  her  in 
good  stead  at  the  water ;  she  took  off  from 
a  sound  bit  of  turf  and  landed  safely.  Not 
so  Kelpie  !  Just  as  the  Doctor  was  follow- 
ing, an  over-eager  spectator  leant  too  far 
forward  and  ''put  his  foot  in  it,"  the  exploit 
eliciting  a  shout  of  derision  from  his 
companions.  For  the,  first  time  in  his 
cross-country  career  Kelpie  swerved,  and 
— refused. 

''  Oh,  Sylvia  !"  ejaculated  Kate,  her  face 
whitening,  and  the  tears  starting  into  her 
eyes  in  the  extremity  of  her  excitement. 
''  Kelpie  has  refused  !" 

"  Eefused  what  ?" 

The  poor  girl  could  not  reply.     The  coti- 
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treiemps  was  seen  from  the  stand,  and  the 
dulcet-voiced  broke  out  into  a  simultaneous 
roar. 

"  Ten  to  one  on  Blouzelinda !"  shouted 
Mr.  Macarthy. 

"  Put  it  down  to  me — a  hundred  to  ten," 
shouted,  in  response,  Emsden  King.  "They 
don't  win  there." 

The  bet  was  booked. 

"  Oh  !  Sylvia,  that  horrid  Woodridge  is 
going  to  win." 

Quicker  than  it  takes  to  hint  it,  the 
Doctor  put  Kelpie  at  the  water,  and  in 
brief  space  was  following,  with  set  teeth  and 
grim  resolution,  in  pursuit  of  his  rival — 
who  looked  round  and  smiled.  He  forgot 
the  old  proverb. 

"Woodridge  wins — by  Jove!"  exclaimed 
the  mildly  excited  baronet.  "  Here's  fifty 
to  ten  on  Blouzelinda!" 

"  Put  that  down  to  me,  Sir  Harry,"  cried 

6—2 
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HestoD,  who  had  not  taken  his  eves  off  the 
combatants. 

Sir  Harry  put  it  down. 

There  was  a  bit  of  plough  to  cross  ere 
reaching  the  dip  before  the  turn  for  home 
— about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  off — and  there 
Kelpie  made  up  some  of  the  difference. 

"  I  think — I  hope — Arthur — oh,  Sylvia, 
if  Kelpie  should  win  after  all !  Now 
they're  out  of  sight — now  they  reappear, 
and  Kelpie  is  only  a  length  behind. 
Splendid  fellow  !  how  he  charges  the  hill — 
and  he  can  ohdivge  a  hill,  I  know! — he  is 
catching  Eeginald — now  they^re  together  !" 

With  rare  patience,  the  Doctor— never 
forgetting  for  a  moment  that  he  was  carrying 
the  heavier  weight — waited,  for  he  knew  the 
ascent  to  the  distance  would  tell  its  tale.  It 
did.  Blouzelinda's  heart  was  not  big 
enough  to  pull  her  through  the  struggle, 
notwithstanding  all  the  ad\antages  of  supe- 
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rior  stride,  lighter  impost,  and  the  lead, 
when  that  meant  almost  everything.  Wood- 
ridge  felt  the  least  flustered  and  anxious — 
the  Doctor  was  catching  him  up  at  every 
stride ;  while  Sutton  himself,  bravely 
seconded  by  Kelpie,  who,  with  his  ears 
pricked,  lay  down  like  a  lion  to  his 
work,  rode  with  unflinching  determination. 
Woodridge  did  all  he  knew ;  he  fought  the 
battle  inch  by  inch,  but  it  was  of  no  avail. 
When  the  level  ground  was  reached  they 
were  girth  and  girth ;  two  hundred  yards 
from  home  the  mare  "  came  again," — too 
late ! — one  dig  of  the  spur,  one  cut  of  the 
whip,  one  encouraging  steadier,  and  Kelpie 
won  the  match — as  the  local  papers  after- 
wards said,  "  after  a  most  magnificent  finish^ 
by  a  neck/' 


CHAPTEE  XIT. 

CLOSES  ACCOUNTS  WITH  THE  HEATHERTHORP  KACE-COM- 
MITTEE,  AND  SHOWS  BY  A  FAITHFUL  EEPRODUCTION  OF 
SOME  OF  THE  FEATURES— CONVERSATIONAL,  SALTATORY, 
AND  GENTEELLY  DRAMATIC — OF  THE  PARTY  TIMOTHY 
WILSON,  ESQ.,  GAVE  TO  DELIGHT  HIS  DAUGHTER  AND 
GRATIFY  MISS  SYLVIA  VANIfERVELDE,  THAT  THERE  ARE 
TIMES  WHEN  A  STORM  IS  FOLLOWED  BY  ANYTHING  BUT  A 
CALM. 

Eeginald  Woodridge  satisfied  his  rival's 
claims  with  almost  obtrusive  punctuality, 
immediately  after  the  vveighing-in,  ventu- 
ring at  the  same  time  to  "  hope  Dr.  Sutton 
would  find  that  all  ris^ht."  Dr.  Sutton,  not 
to  be  outdone  in  that  sort  of  hauteur,  coolly, 
and  with  painful  deliberation,  counted  the 
notes  Woodridge  tendered  him,  and  said, 
"  Yes,  they  are  quite  correct ;  now,  Mr. 
Woodridge,  we  are  quits." 

It    is   questionable    whether    Woodridge 
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regarded  the  transaction  in  that  light ; 
however,  he  said  nothing,  the  sL'ght  but 
significant  stress  laid  by  the  Doctor  on  the 
word  "  now,"  failing  to  provoke  a  retort. 

The  blow  which  Essom  received  over  the 
match  was,  to  use  a  euphemism  current 
amongst  the  genii  of  the  Hing,  "  a  nose- 
ender/'  His  face,  as  he  pored  over  his 
book,  was  one  that  might  with  advantage  to 
the  canvas  have  been  faithfully  transferred 
to  Mr.  Frith's  picture  of  the  Derby  Day. 
Michael  Macarthy  swore  ;  but  since  he  took 
the  oath  in  unadulterated  Irish,  his  objur- 
gations were  "  nothing  to  nobody"  in  the 
Heatherthorp  Eing.  To  do  him  simple 
justice  he  had  no  thought  of  adopting  the 
perhaps  politic,  but  somewhat  reprehen- 
sible tactics  of  those  fine  sportsmen  who 
obtain  a  precarious  livelihood  by  welshing. 
It  was  well  for  Mr.  Macarthy  that  he 
happened  to  be  wholesomely  upright  in  his 
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betting  transactions.  The  lads  from  the 
dales,  not  to  mention  the  lamb-like  opera- 
tives from  the  town  of  Shipley-on- Wimple, 
rather  object  to  welshing.  Fleet  of  foot, 
and  in  that  extremity  webbed  withal,  mnst 
be  the  nefarious  one  who  loses  at  the  meet- 
ing, and  parts  not,  an'  he  seek  to  escape  the 
righteous  wrath  of  Shipley  and  Heather- 
thorp  combined  ! 

But  let  us  be  just.  Michael  Macarthy 
("  To  him"  most  significantly  Emsden  King 
immediately  after  the  race)  met  all  his 
creditors'  claims  like  a  man.  On  the 
other  hand,  Sir  Harry  Sursingle  disdained 
to  recollect  his  wager  with  Heston — or,  at 
any  rate  his  recollection  failed  to  end  in  the 
satisfaction  of  the  trainer's  demand.  It  is 
true  that  the  baronet — haw — made  an  airy 
reference — haw — to  a  cheque,  you  know — 
haw — the  book  containing  which,  he — haw, 
had  not  with  him  ;  and  that  was  all. 
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Heston  said,  ''Never  mind,  Sir  Harry, 
it's  not  the  least  consequence ;  any  time 
will  do."  Considering  that  he  had  been 
very  hard  hit  during  the  season  the  exact  op- 
posite was  the  fact ;  any  time  would  not  do. 
But  Heston  could  not  afford  to  offend  the 
baronet. 

"  He'd  have  looked  awfully  glum  if  1  had 
asked  him  for  a  little  time  to  pay  in,  I'll 
bet.  He  is  such  a  desperately  long-winded 
customer,  too  ;  shan't  see  the  colour  of  his 
coin  for  months.  I  would  not  ha'  cared  if 
he  hadn't  had  a  race  for  his  money,  but  he 
had  !  and  such  a  race  !"  Heston  grumbled 
to  himself  in  such  fashion  the  while  he 
walked  by  the  side  of  Kelpie,  as  the  equine 
hero  of  the  hour,  mounted  by  Crisp,  and 
attended  by  the  dried-up  articled  pupil,  left 
the  inclosure.  Crisp  was  in  such  an  inef- 
fable state  of  beatification  he  had  neither  a 
word  nor  a  look  to  bestow  on  anybody  ;  and 
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the  articled  pupil  walked  taller  by  three 
inches,  at  the  very  least,  than  he  had  been 
wont  to  do,  as  he  reflected  on  his  good 
fortuDe.     Kelpie  had  won  him  a  pony  ! 

There  was  nothing  to  detain  the  Doctor 
on  the  course  after  he  had  won  the  match, 
so  he  turned  his  face  towards  the  town  long 
ere  the  card  of  the  day  was  exhausted.  As 
he  allowed  "Widow  Malone  to  bear  him  at 
her  own  lazy  will  along  the  almost  deserted 
road,  he  fell  a-thinking,  or  rather  a-dream- 
ing,  and  the  tide  of  his  thoughts  set  strongly 
towards  that  unexplored  ocean — the  future. 

The  months  were  speeding,  and  Kate 
was  yet  unwon.  His  she  was,  heart  and 
soul,  of  that  he  was  sure ;  but  old  Wilson 
remained  as  resolute  as  ever.  What  did 
the  old  donkey — (that  he  should,  in  thought 
even,  so  stigmatise  the  father  of  his  dar- 
ling !) — what  did  the  old  donke}^  want  ? 
"  It   is    questionable,  in  these   levelling-up 
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days,  whetlier  tliere  is  anything  in  it," 
mused  Doctor  Sutton  ;  "  but  if  there  be,  my 
family  is  better  than  his  ;  and  I  can  keep  a 
wife  as  she  ought  to  be  kept — God  bless  her  ! 
But  all  fathers  are  alike.  I  suppose  I  shall 
be  precisely  as  unreasonable  when  I  arrive  at 
his  years  if  I  then  chance  to  possess  such  a 
perilous  treasure  as  a  lovely  marriageable 
daughter.  It  is  selfishness — intolerable  sel- 
fishness I  She  must  either  mate  as  he  has 
willed,  or  stop  at  home  till  she  grows  old 
and  weazened,  and  takes  to  cultivating  ferns, 
or  kittens,  or  curates,  or  such-like  harmless 
things — varying  her  amusements  by  an 
occasional  spell  at  dutiful  nursing,  when  her 
crabbed  papa  happens  to  have  the  gout ! 
Well,  courage,  Arthur,  my  boy  !  one  more 
endeavour  !      Perhaps   to-morrow    evening, 

he  may " 

"  For  a  hero.  Dr.  Sutton,  j^ou  are  about  the 
most  commonplace,  matter-of-fact  person  it 
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has  been  my  fortune  to  meet.  Not  tliat 
heroes  have  fallen  much  in  my  way,  though." 

The  speaker  was  Miss  Sylvia  Yandervelde. 
Neither  to  Jier  nor  Kate — certainly  not  to 
Kate — when  the  match  was  won,  had  the 
races  afforded  any  pleasure,  and  so  Miss 
Wilson,  easily  obtaining  Sylvia's  acquies- 
cence thereto,  at  once  gave  the  coachman 
the  route.  Our  hero  was  so  deeply  absorbed, 
he  had  taken  no  note  of  the  approaching 
carriage  as  it  gradually  overtook  him,  and 
now  pulled  up  in  the  grassiest,  and  therefore 
the  most  silent  portion  of  the  nearly  empty 
road.  Kate  had  no  words  of  welcome  for 
her  Arthur ;  but  if  he  did  not  feel  that  her 
eyes  were  saying  more  to  him  than  ever 
mortal  tongue  could  have  uttered,  and  say- 
ing it  in  sweeter  fashion  too,  he  was  duller 
of*  apprehension  than  we  think. 

"An  uncommonly  matter-of-fact  hero, 
and  an   ungracious  into  the  bargain,  which 
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is  worse,"  continued  Sylvia,  in  lier  tone  of 
raillery  ;  "  isn't  lie,  Kate  ?"  I  suppose  you 
flatter  yourself.  Dr.  Sutton,  it  was  through 
your  superior  skill  you  gained  the  victory. 
Now,  my  opinion  is  that  it  was  nothing  of 
the  kind.  You  need  not  shake  your  head 
— it  was  nothing  of  the  kind.  You  were 
successful  because  you  wore  the  colours  loe 
sent  you,  sir,  and  for  no  other  reason ;  and 
you  to  lack  the  grace  to  come  and  say  so  !" 

''  Pray,  don't  be  quite  so  hard  upon  me. 
Miss  Yandervelde,"  replied  the  Doctor, 
smiling  at  her  badinage ;  "  and  you  must 
not  ridicule  me  without  mercy,  if  I  tell  you 
that  I  purposely  avoided  your  carriage, 
because — because " 

"  Well,  sir !'' 

"  Because  I  feared  you  might  fancy  I 
wanted  to  be  praised." 

"  And  so  you  did — and  you  want  it 
now ;  but  no,  Kate  may  please  herself,  I  am 
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dumb !"  and  Miss  Vandervelde  screwed  up 
her  pretty  little  mouth  in  physical  confir- 
mation of  her  resolve. 

"  You  know  Sylvia  well  by  this,  Arth 
— I  mean  Doctor  Sutton,"  began  Kate," 
blushing  prettily  as  she  glanced  at  their 
statuesque  Jehu,  "  and  won't  mind  what 
she  says,  I  am  sure.  I  declare  she  was  just 
as  delighted  with  your  victory  as  I  was." 
Kate  blushed  again,  while  Sylvia's  piquant 
face  fully  expressed  the  vehement  negative 
her  vow  prevented  her  from  expressing. 

"  I  think  I  do  know.  Miss  Vandervelde, 
Kate,"  said  the  Doctor,  bravely  oblivious  of 
the  presence  of  the  statuesque  handler  of 
the  ribands,  "  and  I  would  not  be  without 
the  knowledge  for  worlds.  We  know  her, 
Kate." 

"  It  was  a  hard  race,  and  you  had  nearly 
lost  it  once  ?"  queried  Kate,  as  much  to 
give  the  conversation  a  fresh  turn  as  not. 
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"  Once,  yes ;  but  Kelpie's  heart  is  big, 
you  know." 

"  And  the  rider  of  Kelpie — "  began  slie  ; 
the  sentence  remained  incomplete  ;  she  felt 
she  was  treading  on  delicate  ground. 

*'  Could  not  possibly  give  in  while  there 
was  a  chance  of  winning,  remembering — 
and  that  he  never  forgot — whose  eyes  were 
looking  on." 

Only  Sylvia  heard  the  latter  portion  of 
this  speech,  spoken  as  it  was  in  a  subdued 
tone.  Their  statuesque  Jehu  did  not  hear 
it. 

"  Mind  you,  Woodridge  rides  exceedingly 
well, "  continued  the  Doctor  ;  he  would  have 
said  more,  but  a  start  and  a  grunt  from  the 
statuesque  coachman — statuesque  no  longer 
— and  a  sudden  ejaculation  from  the  pursed- 
up  lips  of  Miss  Yandervelde,  caused  him  to 
come  to  a  full  stop.  The  Jehu  had  backed 
Woodridge,  and  it  was  balm  to  his  wounded 
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spirit  to  think  that  his  judgment  had  been 
so  sound.  He  had  had  a  race  for  his  money, 
and  he  had  not  been  done  for  want  of  jockey- 
ship.  Which  was  Yorkshire  comfort  out 
and  out.  Wait  till  he  saw  Crisp !  As  for 
Miss  Vandervelde,  she  shall  speak  for 
herself. 

"  There  now !  I  must  break  my  vow, 
Doctor  Sutton,  if  only  to  confound  this 
monstrously  unfair  young  lady,  who  prides 
herself  a  little  too  much  on  her  knowledge 
of  horsemanship,  I  beg  to  say.  I  don't 
know  whether  you  are  fishing  for  compli- 
ments, or  not,  sir,  and  I  don't  care,  /said 
Beginald  Woodridge  rode  well ;  she  said  he 
must  have  got  his  horsemanship  in  the 
mounted  police.  Did  you  ever  hear  of  such 
injustice?  Kate  Wilson,  what  have  you  to 
say  for  yourself  now  ?" 

Kate  Wilson  had  nothing  to  say  for 
herself  at  that  moment.     She  stole  a  2^1ance, 
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half  shj,  half  sly,  and  wholly  enchanting,  at 
Sutton,  who, — lying  in  wait  for  it, — replied. 
They  understood  each  other.  Miss  Yander- 
velde  was  allowed  to  enjoy  her  triumph 
in  silence. 

Bidden  to  the  banquet  at  Sir  Harry  Sur- 
single's,  along  with  the  rest  of  the  notables 
of  both  sexes  who  had  assisted  at  Mr. 
Essom's  "  first  day,"  Doctor  Sutton,  after  a 
grave  consultation  with  himself,  decided  not 
to  go.  His  reasons  for  stopping  away, 
albeit  they  satisfied  himself,  were  not  calcu- 
lated to  meet  the  objections  of  sagacious 
Miss  Yandervelde ;  indeed,  for  that  matter, 
he  was  not  prepared  to  mention  them  to 
a  living  soul,  and  when  she  said — 

"  I  suppose  we  shall  have  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  you  this  evening  at  the  Manor  ?"  he 
felt  at  a  loss  for  a  reply. 

"  Well — that  is — I  hardly  know,  until 
I    see    Robson.     I  rather  think  there  is  a 
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patient  I  must  myself  attend  to  this  evening ; 
one  that  will  prevent  my  doing  honour 
to  Sir  Harry's  hospitality." 

"  Not  coming,  Arthur  ?"  hegan  Miss 
Wilson,  in  tones,  and  with  a  look  of  dismay ; 
"  then  I'm  sure  /  don't  care  to " 

"  Pray  don  t  talk  like  a  silly  school  girl, 
Katherine  Wilson!  You  must  pardon  me, 
Doctor,  but  she  sometimes  needs  the  rating 
of  a  taskmistress  like  myself.  Not  go  to 
the  Manor !  Who  ever  heard  of  such  a 
thing?*  Most  certainly  you  must  go  :  it  is 
expected  of  you.  Besides,  how  can  you  look 
for  them  to  come  to  you  if  you  frivolously 
refuse  to  go  to  them  ?  You  are  sure  to  be 
at  The  Place  to-morrow  evening.  Doctor  ?" 
queried  Sylvia,  insinuatingly. 

''I! — yes! — surely — !     Why,  you  don't 


"  Not   I,   indeed.     I    will    wager   you  a 
dozen  pairs  of  gloves  though  (the  races  are 
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not  yet  over,   remember)  that  neither  Mr. 
Eobson,  nor  ever  such  an  important  case, 

would  keep  you " 

"  Miss  Vandervelde  ! " 


"  Sylvia,  it  is  high  time  we  were  getting 
home,"  exclaimed  Kate,  with  more  than 
adequate  earnestness. 

"  So  it  is,"  replied  Miss  Vandervelde, 
looking  the  mischievous  things  she  uttered 
not.     "  Jobson — home  !" 

The  au  revoirs  were  laughingly  exchanged, 
and,  in  another  second.  Doctor  Sutton  found 
himself  once  more  alone  with  his  own 
thoughts  and  "Widow  Malone ;  speculating 
now,  as  Mr.  Wilson  had  done  before 
him,  on  the  eccentricity  of  Miss  Vander- 
velde. 

"Keen  girl,  that!"  said  he  to  himself, 
as  he  resumed  his  leisurely  amble  towards 
Heatherthorp.  "  I  should  uncommonly  like 
to  tell  her ;  but  it  would  be  premature  to  do 

7—2 
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so,  perhaps.     For  the  present  I  shall  keep 
my  own  counsel." 

The  party  at  the  Manor  passed  off  as 
snch  parties  in  the  countrj^  whereat  inex- 
orable dyspepsia  waits  on  appetite,  invariably 
do.  Sir  Harry  played  the  host — haw — 
angularly,  and  well ;  and  Sir  Harry's 
principal  guest,  the  new  member  for  the 
Biding — haw — played  his  part  ("  dressed," 
as  it  was,  with  wondrous  care)  with  an 
enchanting  inanity  delightful  to  behold. 
Several  regulation  specimens  of  animated 
dining-room  furniture  supported  the  baronet's 
mahogany,  over  which,  conversation  that 
took  the  regulation  tone,  mingled  with 
libations  of  the  regulation  wine,  flowed  in 
regulation  fashion,  and  produced  the  regula- 
tion results.  Over  the  mahogany,  too,  where 
the  Government  was  severely  handled,  the 
affairs  of  the  Riding  completely  settled,  the 
new  whip  righteously  criticised,  the  match 
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run  over  again,  and  the  last  scandal  phari- 
saically canvassed,  Woodridge  comported 
himself  like  the  lion  he  was  not.  In  fact, 
he  was  the  soul  of  the  party.  Failure  had 
done  for  him  what  it  seldom  does  for 
commonplace  men,  mellowed  his  asperities  ; 
and  this  gracious  change  was  especially 
visible  when  he  rejoined  the  ladies,  and, 
unabashed  by  the  recollection  of  their  last 
interview,  entered  into  a  good-humoured 
combat  of  wits  with  Miss  Vandervelde. 
Sylvia  was  amazed,  and  as  soon  as  she  got 
the  opportunity,  which  was  not  until, 
sleepy  and  fatigued,  she  and  Kate  were 
consigned  to  the  care  of  Jobson,  she  put 
her  amazement  into  words. 

"  Supposing  it  was  the  wine,  my  dear, 
what  of  that?  It  could  only  serve  to  oil 
his  speech  for  him.  I  will  never  believe 
that  Sir  Harry  Sursingle's  old  port,  rare  and 
curious  though  it  be,  could  so  alter  a  man'* 
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nature.  Depend  upon  it,  Eeginald  Wood- 
ridge  is  all  the  better  for  the  snubbing  he 
has  received." 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  it,  Sylvia ;  especially 
as  a  change  was  so  much  required,"  replied 
Kate,  with  a  yawn. 

"Kate,  you  are  not  a  generous  enemy, 
and  it  is  not  nice  of  you.  But,  never 
mind." 

With  this  sagely  suggestive  remark. 
Miss  Vandervelde  suffered  the  conversation 
to  drop,  an  example  we  may  follow  with 
regard  to  the  party  at  Sir  Harry's,  since 
a  further  reference  to  that  event  is  not 
required  by  the  exigencies  of  this  history. 

Doctor  Sutton  had  hardly  breakfasted  on 
the  morning  after  the  match,  when  he 
was  informed  that  Crisp  wanted  a  word 
with  him. 

•'*Ha!  Crisp,  is  that  you?  Nothing 
wiong,  I  hope." 
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"No,  Mr.  Arthur;  nowt  as  I  knaw  of. 
Happen  you  are  not  gannin'  up  at  moor  tee 
daay  ?" 

"  I  have  nothing  to  take  me  there,  so 
I  shall  stop  at  home.  But  you  can  go, 
if  you  choose." 

"  That's  what  I  wanted  to  see  you  aboot, 
sir.  And  d'ye  think  you  could  spare  me 
to-night  as  well,  Mr.  Arthur?" 

"  Ye-es, — that  is,  yes ;  but  where  do  you 
want  to  go  to-night  ?  Not  out  of  the  town, 
eh?" 

"Oot  o'  t'  town,  no,  sir;  no,  no!  But 
Sillery's  goin'  to  have  a  bit  of  a  supper  up  at 
Sursingle,  and  some  of  us  that's  won  wor 
money  ower  t'  match,  wants  tee  gan.  / 
want  to  gan,  sir." 

"  Oh,  certainly  ;  by  all  means.  But,  look 
here,  Matthew,  don't  get  ve7y  jolly.  I 
might  require  you." 

"  All  right,  Mr.  Arthur ;  thank  you,  sir." 
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Crisp  departed,  delighted  with  his  leave 
of  absence.  He  had  scarcely  turned  his  back 
ere  the  neat-handed  Phillis  of  the  establish- 
ment presented  the  Doctor  with  a  note. 

"Dorothy,  from  Mr.  Barjonas,  has  just 
left  it,  sir ;  there's  no  answer." 

"Very  well.  IN'ow,  what  can  have  hap- 
pened to  bring  Nathan  Barjonas  Dorothy 
here  so  early  in  the  morning  ?  What  ? — 
no  ! — This  is  too  much.  The  presumptuous 
old  humbug !" 

The  note  which  elicited  these  spasmodic 
comments  ran  as  follows : — 

"  3,  Halcyon-terrace,  10th  mo.  4th. 

"Friend  Arthur  Basinghall  Sutton, — 
I  am  some  years  thy  senior,  and,  therefore, 
thou  must  own,  better  fitted  than  thyself  to 
weigh  in  the  balance  of  experience  those 
follies  which  too  frequently  beset  the  dizzy 
path  of  youth.     I  trusted  that  the  rumour 
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as  to  thy  being  about  to  take  part  in  the 
carnal  festivities  on  the  moor  was  untrue : 
but  I  hear  thou  and  thy  beast  Kelpie, — 
thyself  habited  like  a  mountebank,  in  a  silk 
jacket  and  cap — did  help  to  entertain  the 
fools  and  knaves  assembled  on  the  moor  by  a 
furious  gallop,  to  the  jeopardy  of  thy  precious 
life,  and  that  of  thy  faithful  beast,  for  a  sura 
of  money.  I  need  not  tell  thee  thou  art  a  fool 
for  thy  pains,  for  thou  knowest  that  already  ; 
but  I  will  say  that,  unless  I  receive  thy 
pledge  not  to  commit  such  folly  again,  thou 
ceasest  to  be  doctor  of  mine.  No  horse- 
jockey  shall  have  the  care  of  my  frail  tene- 
ment of  clay.  In  the  event  of  thy  not  being 
prepared  to  afford  me  such  a  pledge,  send  in 
thy  bill,  and  it  shall  be  paid. 

"  Thy  friend,  in  deep  concern, 

"Nathan  Barjona." 

"  The  insolent  old  thou-er  and  thee-er  ! 
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Promise  him,  forsooth  !  It  is  not  improbable 
I  have  made  my  last  appearance  in  the 
character — as  he  is  pleased  to  put  it — of  a 
horse-jockey ;  but  no  pledges,  Nathan  Bar- 
jona — at  any  rate,  none  to  you.  Now,  for 
his  answer." 

Brief  as  the  time  he  spent  in  writing 
it,  the  Doctor's  answer  was  couched  in  these 
terms  : — 

"  October  5tli. 

"  Sir, — I  have  this  moment  read  your 
note,  and,  in  reply  to  the  only  portion  of  it 
that  appears  to  require  acknowledgment, 
beg  to  intimate  that  I  will  instruct  Mr. 
Eobson  to  forward  your  bill  as  soon  as  it 
can  be  prepared. 

''  Yours,  &c., 

"A.  B.  Sutton. 

"Nathan  Barjona,  Esq." 

"  Nonsense,  Kate  !  you  frighten  yourself 
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with  shadows.  Suppose  your  dear,  aggra- 
vating papa  suffers  from  a  few  twinges  of 
the  gout,  what  then  ?  Eut,  you  know  he 
is  well  enough  to  make  his  appearance  as  a 
host,  even  if  he  leave  the  more  active  duties 
of  entertaining  the  guests  to  us.  And  then 
— the  gout !  You  forget  what  a  bond  of 
union  that  is  between  him  and  Sir  Harry. 
The  baronet's  is  an  ancient  county  family, 
and  I  have  observed  that  one  of  the  things 
which  ancient  county  families  cultivate  and 
preserve — -just  as  they  do  the  game — is  the 
gout." 

"  But,  my  dear  Syl,  if  he  should  be  cross 
with  Arthur  ?'' 

*'  Then  Arthur,  as  a  sensible  young  man, 
must  not  be  cross  with  him,  that's  all." 

"  Oh,  I  do  wish  the  party  were  over !" 
exclaimed  Kate ;  "  I  feel  sure  that  some- 
thing is  going  to  happen." 

"  Wish  and  feel  as  much  as  you  please. 
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Kate  Wilson,  only — don't  faint.  I  could 
bear  anything  but  that.  If  you  show  the 
smallest  symptom  of  going  off,  I  abdicate 
on  the  instant.     Remember  !" 

This  conversation  took  place  in  Miss 
Wilson's  room,  after  the  young  ladies  had 
put  the  finishing  touches  to  their  toilettes. 
Sylvia  had  seen  to  everything — even  to  Mr. 
Wilson's  gout;  that  is  to  say  she  had  in- 
formed herself  of  the  fact  of  his  being  able 
to  put  his  foot  down  without  the  remainder 
of  his  body  undergoing  intolerably  sympa- 
thetic contortions,  and  she  considered  that 
was  as  much  as  she  could  expect.  So  long 
as  he  were  able  to  show,  she  and  Kate  could 
accomplish  the  rest. 

Nothing  could  have  been  better  than  the 
dinner,  and  all  the  guests  behaved  to  ad- 
miration. The  parson  and  his  wife — consum- 
mate judges  of  such  matters,  as  those  who 
have  had  the  luck  to  dine  at  the  Parsonage 
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know — could  find  no  fault  with  the  cuisine. 
Their  three  grown-up  daughters,  heing  very 
much  grown-up,  and  quite  heyond  the  pulpy 
stage  of  girlhood,  similarly — if  silently — 
appreciated  Kate's  dinner.  After  testimony 
like  this,  no  account  need  be  taken  of  the 
curate,  who,  indeed,  would  not  have  been 
amongst  the  guests,  if  it  had  not  been  an 
understood  thing  that  wherever  the  girls 
from  the  Parsonage  went,  he  must  go 
likewise  in  his  capacity  of  clerical  and 
unsalaried  foot-page.  Although  the  Eev. 
Eichard  Butterwick,  Mrs.  Butterwick,  and 
the  three  Miss  Butterwicks  were  quite  aware 
that  the  party  at  The  Place  had  been 
arranged  to  supplement  the  races,  they  pre- 
ferred, in  view  of  meeting  Sir  Harry  Sur- 
single,  and  the  new  member  for  the  Eiding, 
to  shut  their  eyes  to  that  un-Episcopalian 
circumstance.  Indeed,  if  the  truth  must 
be  told,   the  parson  rather  believed  in  our 
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national  sports,  sir,  which  have  a  healthy 
influence,  sir,  when  not  carried  to  excess  ; 
and  it  was  whispered,  (originally  by  Essom) 
that  he  had  actually  been  seen  in  the  ring 
at  Doncaster  no  more  than  two  St.  Legers 
back.  People  will  talk  !  Mrs.  Butter  wick 
affected  not  national  sports,  but  she  was 
known  to  all  the  countryside  as  an  artist  in 
cribbage.  As  the  curate,  the  Eev.  Neville 
Eeredos,  lived  in  a  ritualistic  atmosphere  of 
his  own,  outside  which  all  was  vague,  he 
would  no  more  have  thought  of  inquiring  the 
cause  of  the  party  at  Wimpledale  Place  than 
he  would  have  dared  to  question  Mrs.  Butter- 
wick's  imperious  right  to  hale  him  thither, 
as  a  foil  to  her  three  full-blown  daughters. 
Besides  the  new  member  for  the  Riding, 
the  Honourable  Mr.  Minim,  Woodridge, 
and  the  Doctor,  together  with  those  guests 
we  have  named,  there  were  a  hard-riding 
captain  of  the  — th,  named  Kay,  who  had 
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brought  his  own  nag  and  won  the  Welter, 
Miss  Yandervelde's  brother  Albrecht — a 
blonde  young  man,  with  a  lisp  and  an  eye- 
glass— two  of  Mr.  Wilson's  friends  from 
Shipley,  Sir  Harry's  lawyer,  and  just  a  suf- 
ficient number  of  those  persons  who  may 
be  dismissed  by  the  appellation  *'  the  other 
sex,"  to  make  up  a  pleasant  quadrille,  should 
that  be  needed. 

"  The  fact  is,  Doctor,  you  ride  better  than 
I  do." 

Kate  and  Sylvia  exchanged  glances.  It 
was  Woodridge  who  spoke,  and  not  sarcas- 
tically. 

"  You  do  yourself  injustice,"  replied  the 
Doctor,  surprised  at  his  rival's  sweetness ; 
"  there  is  not  an  ounce  between  us.  If  you 
had  come  away  from  the  water  you  would 
have  won." 

"  Mr.  Eeredos,  what  does  Doctor  Sutton 
mean  by  an  ounce  between  them,  and  com- 
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w. 


ing  away  from  the  water  ?"  inquired  the 
gushingest  Miss  Butterwick,  of  the  rapt 
curate. 

"  Eeally  ? — eh  ?  I  have  no  idea.  Some- 
thing in  medicine,  I  have  no  doubt." 

"A  most  delicious  entree,  my  dear;  ask 
Miss  Wilson  for  the  recipe." 

"  I  will/'  replied  the  faithful  partner  in 
palate  and  parochial  duties  of  the  Eev. 
Eichard  Butterwick. 

"  No,  Wilson,  they  are  too  well  educated 
already  ;  depend  upon  that,  sir." 

"  I  agree  with  you.  Sir  Harry,"  observed 
in  the  parliamentary  manner,  the  Honour- 
able Mr.  Minim.  "  How  can  you — haw — 
preserve  the  lines  of  demarcation  between 
class  and  class — haw — unless  you  keep  down 
what  is  called  the  education  of  the  masses 
to — haw — a  safe  level." 

"  Well,  I  believe  in  education,"  remarked 
Mr.  Wilson,  with  the  emphasis  of  a  man 
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who  felt  what  he  said.  "  Give  everybody  a 
chance." 

"But — haw — pardon  me,  sir,"  submitted 
the  young  senator,  "  What  is  to  become  of 
the  land,  if  you  give  your  labourers  and 
labourers'  wives  education?" 

"I  should  be  disposed  to  ask  the  same 
question,  Mr.  Minim,"  said  the  parson. 
"  The  labouring  classes  are  too  apt  to  slight 
their  pastors  and  masters,  as  it  is.  'A  little 
learning,'  you  know,  sir." 

And  so  the  talk  went  on,  Sylvia  thereafter 
taking  a  prominent  part  in  it.  Practically 
she  was  the  hostess.  Her  vivacity  was  pre- 
cisely the  element  required  to  set  oflf  Kate's 
modest — and,  let  it  be  confessed,  somewhat 
lovelorn  grace.  Together  and  helping  each 
other  to  shed  over  the  board  the  daintier 
hospitalities  of  the  house  of  Wilson,  they 
were  charming.  Not  the  least  remarkable 
feature   in    Miss    Vandervelde's    shower   of 
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spriglitly  words  were  those  she  was  pleased 
to  bestow  on  Woodridge.  Even  Kate, 
anxiously  happy  and  nervously  subdued  as 
she  was,  sitting  in  the  light  of  her  lover's 
countenance,  found  herself  wondering  what 
it  all  meant.  That  Sylvia  should  throw  her 
most  captivating  wiles  around  VVoodridge, 
was,  after  what  had  happened,  simply  in- 
comprehensible. 

The  heaviest  dinner  in  the  country  must 
come  to  an  end  sometime,  as  this  did. 
The  ladies  retired.  Woodridge,  the  Doctor, 
and  Captain  Kay,  of  the  — th,  entered  into 
an  animated  discussion  as  to  the  respec- 
tive merits  of  cocktails  and  thoroughbreds 
across  country ;  then  the  education  of  the 
masses  question  was  resumed,  and  the  curate, 
no  longer  dismayed  by  the  presence  of  Mrs. 
Butterwick  and  her  lovely  daughters,  ven- 
tured to  take  Mr.  Wilson  s  view  of  the 
subject,  whereupon  the  Rev.  Eichard  But- 
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terwick  ruthlessly  sat  upon  him  for  his  pains. 
Presently  the  ladies  were  rejoined,  and  later 
on — wonder  upon  wonders  ! — behold  Kate 
standing  up  with  Woodridge  in  a  quadrille, 
and  not  disliking  it  either,  for  Eeginald  was 
really  making  himself  most  agreeable.  The 
Doctor,  meekly  resigned  to  his  fate,  had  for 
his  vis-a-vis  the  plainest  of  the  Miss  Butter- 
wicks.  The  select  band  of  three,  bidden  from 
Shipley  in  case  they  might  happen  to  be 
wanted,  rattled  through  the  old  English  airs 
of  the  quadrille  right  jollily;  the  dancers 
had  already  hunted  the  hare,  tripped  it  to 
a  favourite  tune  of  Charles  the  Second's, 
whistled  o'er  the  lea  with  the  curly -headed 
ploughboy,  and  commenced  with  the  down- 
fall of  Paris,  when  Sylvia  whispered  to  her 
partner,  Captain  Kay,  of  the  — th — 

"  They  can  get  on  without  us,  Captain, 
so  let  me  ask  you  to  conduct  me  to  a  seat. 
There  is  Burroughs,  Miss  Wilson's  maid, 
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wishes  to  speak  to  me ;  and  judging  from 
the  gravity  of  her  countenance,  she  has 
something  to  say." 

The  gallant  Captain  performed  his  task 
to  admiration.  Sylvia  approached  Bur- 
roughs. 

"  Well,  what  is  it  ?" 

"  Mr.  Wilson,  'm,  is  very  unwell  in  the 
libr'y.  I  don't  like  to  speak  to  Miss  Wilson 
— she  might  be  alarmed." 

"  I  will  go  with  you/' 

When  she  returned  the  quadrille  was  at 
an  end.  Approaching  Dr.  Sutton,  she 
said — 

"  Mr.  Wilson  requires  medical  aid  ;  he  is 
in  the  library.  You  are  the  only  doctor 
here,  so  go." 

His  stay  was  more  prolonged  than  hers 
had  been,  and  when  he  returned,  looking 
very  grave  indeed,  he  said — 

"It  is   nothing   serious.     One    of  those 
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slight  things  that  admit  of  almost  immediate 
relief.  But  that  is  not  all  I  wanted  to  tell 
you.  When  I  had  made  him  comfortable 
for  the  night,  I  spoke  to  him  on  the  old 
subje^, — you  know.  I  had  made  up  my 
mind  to  speak  this  night,  some  time  and 
somehow.  I  was  a  fool.  Miss  Yandervelde, 
He  is  as  implacable  as  before — Kate  is  not 
for  me  !" 

"  Tut,  tut,  man  !  that  is  never  the  way  to 
talk.  If  he  won't  give  his  consent,  get 
married  without  it." 

"  What !  elope  ?"  he  exclaimed  in  a  stage 
whisper  ;  "  the  very  thing  I  was  longing  to 
suggest,  only  I  was  afraid.  That  is  your 
advice  then  ?'* 

**Dr.  Sutton,  I  have  spoken." 

As  may  be  imagined,  this  conversation 
did  not  take  place  in  the  centre  of  the  room. 
But  Wimpledale  Place  lacked  not  those 
heavily  curtained  recesses  that  seem  made 
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for  conferences  of  this  nature  ;  made  too,  it 
would  appear,  for  the  purpose  of  covering 
the  retreat  of  young  gentlemen  like  Mr.  Regi- 
nald Woodridge,  who  are  dying  for  the  taste 
of  a  surreptitious  cigar.  At  all  events, 
Mr.  W.  re-entered  the  apartment  by  the 
very  window  that  had  erewhile  sheltered 
the  two  conspirators.  They  were  gone 
separate  ways,  but  Sylvia  happening  to  turn 
her  eyes,  saw  by  the  expression  of  Wood- 
ridge's  face  that  he  had  heard  all.  Here 
was  a  dilemma !  She  must  gain  him  to 
their  side,  or  there  would  assuredly  be  a 
fiasco.  She  advanced  towards  him,  and 
frankly  said : — 

"  Mr.  Woodridge,  you  know  something  I 
had  rather  you  did  not  know ;  but  there  is 
no  help  for  it.     May  I " 

"  Miss  Yandervelde,  do  you  remember  our 
last  interview." 

*  i  do — and  I  remember  something  more, 
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the  faith  I  once  had  in  your  honour  and 
chivalry." 

"Once!" 

**  And  lost ;  but  not  utterly."  Her  voice 
faltered  as  it  fashioned  these  words.  "  Eegi- 
nald  Woodridge,  I  have  set  my  heart  on 
their  marrying.  I  need  not  explain.  Do 
not  disappoint  me." 

"  Sylvia,  I  will  not,"  he  replied,  emphati- 
cally. They  parted  without  exchanging 
another  syllable. 

The  carpet  dances  were  followed  by 
charades,  in  which  she  took  no  part.  Cap- 
tain Kay,  however,  proved  himself  as  much 
an  adept  at  acting  as  he  was  over  timbers 
and  yawners.  A  cantankerous  old  hunks 
troubled  with  an  affection  of  the  bronchial 
tubes  in  one  act ;  a  professional-looking  be- 
spectacled person,  who  wrote  upon  blue-laid 
foolscap,  with  a  quill  pen,  in  another  act ; 
and  a  black  servant,  with  a  tray  of  cups  and 
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saucers,  in  another,  went  to  form,  as  Kate 
whisperingly  opined  to  the  Doctor,  the  word 
Coffee.  Captain  Kay  was  assisted  by  a  stock 
company — which  included  the  curate — but 
he  was  certainly  the  principal  figure  in  each 
tableau. 

Other  charades  succeeded ;  notably  one 
wherein  the  Doctor  and  Kate  appeared, 
Sylvia  watched  this  with  great  interest,  and, 
apparently  no  little  satisfaction.  The  Doctor 
never  looked  so  handsome — Kate  never  so 
radiant ;  albeit  her  face  wore  an  expression 
that  was  inscrutable  to  all  save  Woodridge 
and  Sylvia. 

"  To-night  is  it  ?"  said  the  latter  young 
lady  to  herself ;  "  then  I  must  be  stirring. 
I  will  be  with  you  at  once,  my  dear,"  said 
her  eyes,  in  answer  to  an  unmistakable  Icok 
of  appeal  from  our  darling.  "  And  then  to 
terrify  Burroughs  into  silence,  or  else  to  gag 
and  lock  her  up." 
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The  guests  were  loud  in  praise  of  the 
charades — loud  and  long,  much  to  Miss 
Yandervelde's  annoyance.  Then  one  by  one 
they  departed;  the  Doctor,  amongst  the 
earliest,  tearing  away  towards  Heatherthorp, 
at  a  rate  that  spoke  much  for  his  horse- 
manship and  knowledge  of  the  road.  He 
was  one  of  the  first  to  leave ;  the  last — 
a-foot — were  two  young  ladies,  and  their 
destination  was . 


CHAPTEE  XIII. 

CONJOINTLY  INSPIRED  BY  HIS  MASTEH's  EXPLOIT  ON  THE 
MOOR,  THE  RESULT  OF  HIS  OWN  WAGERING,  AND  THE  RE- 
SOURCES OP  MARTIN  SILLERY's  COMMISSARIAT,  CRISP  POURS 
FORTH  HIS  SOUL  IN  SONG.  THE  DOCTOR,  ASSISTED  BY  HIS 
SERVANT,  BEGINS  TO  TAKE  A  LEADING  PART  IN  A  MODERN 
— AND  PROSAIC — VERSION  OP  THE  BALLAD  OF  YOUNG 
LOCHINVAR. 

If  there  was  one  accomplishment  upon 
which,  ahove  all  others,  Mr.  Essom  prided 
himself,  it  was  his  carving.  Not  as  a  carver 
of  wood,  like  Grinling  Gribbons,  nor  of 
Carrara  marble,  like  Gibson,  did  he  deem 
himself  superior  to  his  neighbours ;  but  as 
a  deft  dissector  of  toothsome  birds — an 
artistic  slicer  of  juicy  joints.  Severely  im- 
pressive when  dealing  with  the  church-rate 
question,  wearing  an  air  of  shrewd  knowing- 
ness    during  his    disquisitions    on  sporting 


Fig  skin  and  Willoiv.  .  123 

matters,  and  appearing  quite  masterful  while 
he  manipulated  those  instruments  of  Sheffield 
manufacture  wherewith  he  earned  his  bread 
and  cheese,  Mr.  Essom  looked  and  was 
Great  when,  presidentially  seated  at  the 
head  of  the  table,  he  operated  on  haunch  or 
saddle  or  bird.  Nettled  at  his  losses  over 
the  principal  event  of  the  meeting  (for  so 
the  match  was  considered),  he  had  resolved 
to  mortify  the  flesh  by  absenting  himself 
from  what  mine  host  of  the  Sursingle  was 
pleased  to  denominate  "  the  spread."  Mine 
host  was  in  despair.  Who  the  deuce  was 
to  carve,  goodness  knew  !  (Herein  please  to 
observe  that  dining  a  la  Busse  had  yet  to  find 
favour  in  the  eyes  of  Heatherthorp.)  He 
could  not,  that  was  a  certainty.  "What 
with  having  to  keep  an  eye  on  the  bar,  and 
an  eye  on  his  daughter — deep  in  the  little 
bills  of  those  gentlemen  who  were  obliged  to 
depart  by  the  up  express — and  an    eye   on 
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the  kitchen,  and  an  eye  on  the  head  she- 
cook — a  clever  person,  but  in  business  prone 
to  imbibition — and  another  on  the  stables, 
with  certainly  another  on  the  master  of  his 
horse  (otherwise  the  head  ostler,  whose  most 
objectionable  trait,  at  vespers — when  he 
became  a  conspicuous  proof  of  the  potency 
of  the  Sursingle  tap — took  the  form  of 
undue  familiarity  with  his  clients,)  he,  even 
Martin  Sillery,  was  just  about  at  his  wits' 
end  as  it  was.  Indeed,  if  he  could  manage 
to  look  in  upon  his  guests  for  a  few  minutes 
after  dinner,  that  wouM  be  all.  He  begged 
and  prayed  of  Essom,  not  to  forsake  him  in 
the  hour  of  his  need.     Come,  now  ! 

Essom  yielded.  But,  although  his  vanity 
was  tickled  by  the  fervour  of  Sillery's  appeal 
— wherein  he  saw  nothing  comic ;  carving 
was  too  serious  a  subject  to  be  laughed  at — 
he  was  too  acute  a  diplomatist  to  over- 
hastily  betray  his  subjugation.     If  he  had 
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yielded,  Essom  should  not  be  made  aware  of 
the  fact  yet. 

"  You  know,  Mr.  Essom,"  piteously  con- 
tinued the  landlord,  "that  there's  never  a 
one  among  'em  fit  to  handle  a  carver  as  it 
ought  to  be  handled ;  and  it  cuts  me  to  the 
bone  to  see  my  best  joints  haggled  as  though 
they  had  been  dug  into  with  a  hay-spade  at 
a  pic-nic.  And  as  for  the  birds !  Lor, 
bless  you  !  Ask  for  a  wing,  and  I'll  bet 
you  ten  to  one  they  send  you — oh  !  yes, 
tlieyll  send  you  a  wing ! — and  half  the 
breast,  and  a  small  bone,  and  about  two 
inches  of  the  back  into  the  bargain  !  Mr. 
Essom,  it's  awful !  I  repeat,  it's  awful ! 
!Now  don't  leave  me  in  the  lurch." 

"  Well,  well,  Sillery,  we'll  see,"  replied 
our  friend,  with  an  air  of  lofty  yet  com- 
placent condescension.  "  If  my  luck  was 
only  to  turn  I  would  not  mind ;  but  when  a 
fellow  has  been  dropping  it,  and  dropping  it 
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as  I've  been  dropping  it,  wliat  heart  lias  he 
for  enjoying  himself  ?  It  takes  all  that  sort 
of  thing  out  of  him,  you  know." 

"  Oh,  never  fear  !  Come  and  have  a  nip 
out  of  my  private  bottle." 

This  agonising  conversation  took  place  on 
the  moor  during  one  of  those  provoking  lulls 
which  occur  at  the  best-regulated  race- 
meetings,  and  are  the  conspicuous  feature  of 
meetings  not  the  best  regulated.  The  local 
starter  was  testing  the  patience  of  his  public 
by  performing  with  a  red  flag  a  series  of 
experiments  of  a  bull-baiting  character.  He 
was  striving  hard  to  discover  the  best  means 
of  not  despatching  a  held  of  seven  sober- 
minded  horses  for  the  penultimate  race  of 
the  meeting,  and  success  was  crowning  his 
efforts.  He  had  kept  the  horses  at  the  post, 
dancing  an  irregular  saraband,  for  so  pro- 
tracted a  period  that  bettors  of  every  degree 
had   calmly  abandoned   speculation;    while 
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the  officials  (amongst  whom  Sillery  may 
almost  be  included,  since  he  was  responsible 
for  what  is  elegantly  termed  the  catering) 
were  enabled  to  take  breath — and  something 
to  give  it  a  flavour. 

Essom's  speech  lubricated,  and  his  com- 
municativeness augm^ented,  by  the  nip  from 
Sillery^s  private  bottle,  he  informed  the  host 
of  the  Sursingle,  in  the  highly  metaphorical 
language  of  the  Turf,  that  he  had  put  the 
pot  on  that  journey,  and  if  it  came  off  crabs 
he  was  stumped.  He  had  backed  a  reg'lar 
nailer,  a  cove  that  could  give  tons  to  any  of 
the  others. 

"  What's  more,'*  added  Essom,  as,  in 
genial  acquiescence  to  an  earnest  request  to 
moisten  that  other  eye,  he  raised  his  elbow, 
"  m^  coves  spinning.  I  have  had  it  from  the 
owner  as  straight  as  a  bolt.  He  has  only  to 
stand  up  and  walk  in !"  The  intelligent 
reader  is  under  no  misapprehension   as   to 
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the  application  of  Mr.  Essom's  pronouns. 
His  cove  was  a  quadruped. 

Sillery,  professionally  anxious  about  the 
carving,  yearned  for  Mr.  Essom's  owner's 
cove  to  stand  up  and  win.  His  yearnings 
were  satisfied.  Mr.  D.  E.  could  now  boast 
a  trifling  balance  on  the  right  side  of  his  book. 

"All  right?"  queried  Sillery,  as  Essom 
emerged  from  the  weighing-room,  whither 
he  had  hurried  to  see  his  cove  safely  past 
the  scale. 

"All  right  r  replied  Essom,  with  emphasis. 
They  were  happy. 

Thrice  in  the  course  of  this  veracious 
history  has  the  chronicler  exhibited  the 
leading  actors  therein  at  dinner.  Marvel 
not ;  wonder  rather  that  he  feels  it  incum- 
bent upon  him  to  mention  the  fact  depreca- 
tingly.  Great  is  the  institution  of  dinner  ; 
great  and  useful,  especially  when  a  "situa- 
tion" is  required  in  the  pattern  novel  or 
play  of  Society. 


Pigskin  and  Willoio  129 

Martin  Sillery's  banquet  was  in  honour  of 
tlieir  noble  selves,  only,  unlike  certain  civic 
noble  selves,  and  the  noble  selves  of  hospital 
boards,  the  party  over  which  Mr.  Essom 
presided  would  not  have  scrupled  to  admit 
that  they  had  met  for  the  purpose  of  mutual 
admiration  whilst  indulging  in  creature- 
comforts  and  miscellaneous  melody.  The 
thirst  which  came  in  with  the  fish,  and  was 
unallayed  when  the  quivering  ruins  of  an 
extensive  blanc-mange  (Miss  Sillery's  con- 
tribution to  the  banquet)  was  borne  from 
the  board,  was  provoked  anew  by  the 
oratorical  efforts  of  the  chairman ;  yet  the 
time  for  the  inhalation  of  tobacco  and  the 
incontinent  consumption  of  spirituous  liquors 
had  not  arrived. 

Essom  placed  unquestioning  reliance  on 
the  dignity  he  so  well  knew  how  to  assume 
as  a  means  of  maintaining  in  perfect  sub- 
jection the   convivialities  placed   under  his 
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control :  and  with  reason.  Feeling  deeply 
the  responsibility  that  rested  on  his 
shoulders,  he  discharged  the  functions  that 
belonged  to  his  office  with  an  air  that  would 
have  told  with  a  pragmatic  local  board  of 
health :  would  have  been  nearly  adequate 
to  the  requirements  of  a  powerful  association 
of  self-sufficient  freemen.  He  was  a  born 
vestryman,  and  his  presidential  qualities,  not 
altogether  untinged  by  the  asperities  of  his 
political  creed,  were  loftily  "pronounced." 
It  was  at  the  peril  of  an  ebullient  "jolly 
2:ood  fellow"  to  set  at  naus^ht  his  decrees  ! 
Eadical  though  he  was,  he  was  loyal.  Hear 
him  dispose  of  the  "  usual  loyal  and  patriotic 
toasts,"  et  cetera,  which,  according  to  the 
newspapers  invariably  precede,  et  cetera. 
As  thus : — 

"  Gentlemen  all,"  a  pause,  succeeded  by 
-silence  so  profound  "  a  pin  might,"  et 
€etera — "  Gentlemen  all.     The  Queen  :  God 
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bless    her !       Bumpers,    gentlemen,    and — 
wine." 

The  august  formalities  incidental  to  hispre- 
sent  office  becomingly  discharged,  the  waiters 
were  vouchsafed  an  entrance,  whereupon 
the  noisy  jingle  of  substantial  rummers,  and 
the  rattle  of  superior  churchwardens  afforded 
presumptive  evidence  that  the  company  were 
about  to  make  a  night  of  it  in  downright 
Yorkshire  earnest.  During^  the  few  minutes 
confusion  that  attended  the  characteristic 
hesitancy  of  the  various  Ganymedes  as  to 
the  precise  destination  of  the  several  orders 
with  which  they  had  been  entrusted,  Mr. 
Essom,  daintily  poising  his  straw  the  while, 
mentally  arranged  the  programme.  A  rich 
experience  had  convinced  him  that  the  best 
possible  start  in  the  shape  of  harmony  was 
"  something  with  a  chorus."  He  therefore 
promptly  marked  down  his  chorister,  a 
melodious  plumber  and  glazier  who  rejoiced 
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in  one  of  those  distressingly  bland  visages 
that  are  incapable  of  expressing  anything 
but  gentle  joy.  Knowing  he  was  about  to 
be  called  on  he  vainly  strove  to  assume  an 
air  of  unconsciousness  as  he  cleared  his 
thorax  for  the  purpose  of  making  the  usual 
pulmonary  excuse. 

The  convivial  president  rose  and  begged 
to  observe  that  in  his  humble  opinion  the 
time  for  harmony  had  arrived.  (Hear,  hear.) 
He  would,  therefore,  exercise  his  prerogative 
by  calling  upon  his  esteemed  friend  Mr. 
Turps  to  oblige  witli  Twankydillo.  (Voci- 
ferous applause,  mingled  with  exclamations 
of  "  A  noble  call !") 

Mr.  Turps  would  have  been  most 
happy,  he  was  sure,  but  he  was  at  that 
moment  suffering  from  cold.  They  would 
notice  his  hoarseness.  ("  No,  no  !" 
"Come,  Turps  !")  Well,  he  would  tri/  and 
if  he   broke   down,  they utterly  spoilt 
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the  roundness  of  his  remark  by  a  burst  of 
applause. 

Mr.  T.'s  mode  of  carolling  was  peculiar. 
Unlike  most  amateur  minstrels,  lie  refrained 
from  fixing  his  gaze  on  a  crack  in  the  ceil- 
ing, or  a  globe  of  the  chandelier.  He  bent 
his  beaming  face  full  on  the  audience,  and 
with  philanthropic  impartiality  distributed 
the  beams  all  round.  The  effect  of  this 
effusion  of  gentle  joviality  was  rendered 
more  impressive  by  the  waving  of  his  right 
hand,  not  as  a  means  of  marking  time,  but 
to  knock  down,  as  it  were,  the  points  of  the 
song.  Upon  Mr.  Macarthy  and  the  other 
strangers  present  Mr.  Turps's  gestures  ex- 
ercised a  somewhat  disturbing  influence,  by 
causing  them  to  burst  into  the  cliorus  at 
inappropriate  periods.  The  touching  ex- 
pression of  pity  which  the  minstrel  bestowed 
on  the  erratic  choristers  failed  to  add  to  their 
composure.     The  aim  of  the  ballad  was  two- 
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fold :  praise  of  the  British  blacksmith,  and 
glorification  of  the  beverage  manufactured 
by  the  British  brewer.  A  national  song, 
the  burthen  whereof  ran — phonetically — 
something  like  this :  "  Which  it  makes  my 
bright  ham-mer  for  to  rise  and  to  fall  says 
the  old  coal  to  the  young  coal  and  the  young 
coal  OF  ALL"  {'' oi2i\Yyortissim6),  "Twan- 
kydilio,  twankydillo,  twanky-dillo,  dillo, 
dillo,  dillo,  dil-OH!  Oh,  he  who  drinks 
good  ale  is  the  prince  of  good  fel-LOWS  !" 
The  company  were  now  warmed  through 
and  throusfh,  thanks'  to  the  influence  of  the 
cabalistic  word  Twankydillo.  Everybody 
was  delighted,  because  everybody  felt  assured 
the  grand  success  was  chiefly  due  to  his  in- 
dividual exertions.  Thenceforward  the  chair- 
man's task  became  easy  enough.  Mr.  Turps 
*'  made  good  his  call,"  and  a  thick  cheese- 
monger with  a  thin  organ  forthwith  hung 
his  harp  on  a  willow  tree  and  was  off  to  the 
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wars  again.  Then  came  a  shower  of  toasts 
and  sentiments,  varied  by  an  inspiriting: 
scena  called  "  The  Maniac,"  for  which  a 
mild  draper's  assistant  was  responsible  ;  and 
"  Old  Towler,"  trolled  right  manfully  by 
Emsden  King. 

The  toasts  and  sentiments  were  not  equally 
successful,  a  circumstance  attributable  to 
their  remarkably  extensive  scope.  "May 
the  hinges  of  hospitality  never  grow  rusty,'*" 
fell  flat  in  comparison  with  the  wish  that 
those  who  love  the  crack  of  a  whip  might 
never  want  a  brush  to  pursue.  If  a  resolu- 
tion condemning  all  vulcipedes  to  capital 
punishment  had  been  put  to  the  vote  the 
ayes  would  have  had  it  by  an  overwhelming 
majority.  "  May  our  friends  always  possess 
the  three  H's  :  health,  honour,  and  happi- 
ness,"' sufiered  rather  in  the  enunciation  in 
consequence  of  the  proposer  omitting  the 
crucial  letter.     But  a  letter,  especially  such 
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a  shadowy  customer  as  H,  was  neitlier  here 
nor  there  at  that  time  of  night.  The  latent 
patriotism  of  the  assembly  found  vociferous 
vent  when  a  true-born  Briton  in  the  leather 
interest  called  for  "  Short  shoes  and  long 
corns  to  the  enemies  of  Great  Britain ;" 
whilst  the  homicidal  wish — "  May  the  poor 
man  with  a  bad  wife  soon  have  a  wedding 
day  !"  was  emphatically  if  murmuringly 
carried.  Then  a  close-fisted  contractor 
warbled  forth  his  desire  for  them  "all  to 
love  one  s.nother,"  with  a  view  to  their 
"  fljdng  up  to  heaven  like  birds  of  a  feather  ;'* 
after  which  the  chairman  rose  to  propose  the 
toast  of  the  evening. 

He  said  he  felt  assured  they  were  all 
genuine  sportsmen.  (Hear,  hear.)  He  was, 
and  he  was  not  ashamed  to  own  it,  either 
there  or  elsewhere,  as  they  knew.  (xip- 
plause.)  On  other  matters,  especially  in 
respect  of  the  vital  political  questions  of  the 
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day,  they  might,  and,  in  fact,  did  differ ;  but 
in  respect  of  the  great  question  of  sporting 
he  would  dare  to  affirm  that  there  never  was 
a  Quaker  among  'em.  (Laughter,  and  a 
voice  "  One  for  old  Barjona.")  The  voice 
was  Crisp's. 

*'You  are  fully  aware,  gentlemen,"  con- 
tinued the  chairman,  ''  that  I  stood  the 
wrong  one  in  the  match  wliich  was  decided 
yesterday."  (Crisp  :  "  That  thou  did  !'')  "  I 
can  cheerfully  pardon  the  remarks  of  our 
friend  Mr.  Crisp:  but  I  must  ask  him  to 
subdue  his  enthusiasm  until  I  have  con- 
cluded, when  he  will  be  afforded  an  oppor- 
tunity of  expressing  his  sentiments  without 
interruption."  ("  Without  interruption," 
severely  emphasized  ;  cheers,  and — "  Gan 
on  wi'  thou,"  from  Crisp.)  "  Very  well, 
gentlemen,  having  bestowed  my  bullion — 
I  say  having  bestowed  my  bullion  on 
the  loser,   you   will  at  least  give  me  credit 
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for  thorough  disinterestedness  if  I  ask  you 
to  drink,  with  all  the  honours,  the  health  of 
the  winner."  (Loud  cheers,  and  sotto  voce, 
from  Crisp  "  Thou's  a  better  bred  un  than 
I  thowt  thou  was,"  followed,  in  the  same 
tone,  by  a  "  Whisht,  can't  thou  ?  "  from 
Golightly,  his  next-door  neighbour.)  "  The 
oldest  and  most  sagacious  turf  campaigner 
could  not  have  managed  his  horse  more  ad- 
mirably than  Dr.  Sutton  managed  Kelpie 
("  True ")  and  he  rides  like  an  artist. 
(Applause.)  I  dropped  a  tidy  sum  over 
the  match,  but  I  am  happy  to  say  that  I 
got  round  on  the  meeting."  (Macarthy, 
sotto  voce.  "And  isn't  it  myself  wishes  I 
could  say  the  same  !  ")  ''  But  whether  that 
were  so  or  not  I  should  never  have  but  one 
opinion  about  Doctor  Sutton.  He  is  a 
sportsman,  gentlemen,  of  whom  Heather- 
thorp  is  justly  proud.  Here's  his  jolly 
good  health,  and  long  may  he  live  to  play 
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cricket  as  some  of  us  have  seen  liim  plaj." 
(Crisp— very  low  in  tone — "  So  thou's  con- 
varted  at  last,  is  thou  ? ''  Grolightly : 
"  Haud  thy  tongue,  can't  thou  ?  ")  "  and  ride 
as  we  have  seen  him  ride.  Doctor  Sutton's 
health ;  and  permit  me  to  couple  with  his 
name  that  of  his  trainer,  Mr.  Crisp." 

So  loud  and  prolonged  was  the  noise  that 
cheered  the  chairman  on  the  conclusion  of 
his  speech — Essom  had  made  a  great  point 
by  adroitly  coupling  Crisp's  name  with  the 
Doctor's,  and  the  company  saw  it — Sillery 
thought  to  himself,  "  Well,  it  is  lucky  I 
let  them  have  this  room,  and  7iot  the  other 
to  kick  up  their  row  in."  This  room,  for- 
tunately for  the  landlord  (if  the  truth  must 
be  told,  he  was  a  little  put  out  in  conse- 
quence of  having  had  sundry  little  bills 
taxed  by  certain  racing  men  who  had 
uttered  expletives  during  the  process),  was 
so  situated  in  relation  to  the  main  portion 
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of  tlie  hotel,  that  it  might  have  been  turned 
out  of  the  windows  without  in  the  least  dis- 
turbing the  slumbers  of  the  temporary 
sojourners  beneath  his  lintel.  The  hall  (of 
course  it  was  a  hall)  was  supported  on  one 
side  by  a  fragrant  brewery  and  on  the 
other  by  an  extensive  range  of  stables ;  it 
commanded  a  comprehensive  view  of  the 
Sursingle  yard,  and  boasted  a  convenient,  if 
complicated,  right  of  way  from  the  Wimple- 
side.  Now  Martin  Sillery  was  liberal,  in 
the  most  exhaustive  sense  of  that  most  ill- 
used  word.  Hence  the  spacious  hall  in 
question  was,  for  a  consideration,  at  the  dis- 
posal of  any  well-behaved  person  or  persons 
who  might  chance  to  require  it.  In  addi- 
tion to  those  highly  talented  but  incompre- 
hensibly impecunious  wanderers,  who  occa- 
sionally "  took  "  the  hall,  it  was  periodically 
occupied  by  one  of  the  brassiest  of  brass 
bands  from  the  dales,  a  flourishing  society 
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of  Free  (and  Easj^)  Gardeners,  and  a  Young 
Men's  Temperance  Association,  who  took 
■unwarrantable  liberties  with  Shakspeare  and 
Campbell,  and  indulged  in  teetotal  melodies 
adapted  to  the  seductive  strains  of  burnt- 
cork  minstrelsy  by  the  poetical  pastor  of  an 
Independent  Church. 

Eeady  enough  of  speech  on  ordinary 
occasions.  Crisp  could  scarcely  find  a  word 
to  say  on  this.  He  rose  deliberately,  care- 
fully removed  his  glass,  as  if  to  give  himself 
more  room,  as  carefully  restored  it  to  its 
original  place,  spilled  some  of  the  contents, 
sipped  the  rest,  traced  a  diagram  of  nothing 
at  all  upon  the  table,  raised  his  eyes  to 
Essom,  and  began. 

"  Mr.  Chairmun  :  Gentlemen  all " 

"  Hear,  hear,"  observed  the  plumber  and 
glazier,  who  had  erewhile  distinguished 
himself  in  Twankydillo ;  whereupon  there 
was,  firstly,  a  disorderly  request  for  "  order," 
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atid,  secondly,  a  desire  on  tlie  part  of 
Golightly,  who  spoke  in  a  peremptory  and 
personally-outraged  tone  of  voice,  for  them 
to  "  give  him  time."  The  chairman  waved 
his  hand. 

"  I'm  nobbut  a  moderate  speech-maker, 
bnt  if  I  was  as  glib  at  it  as  our  friend  the 
chairman  I'd  ha'  to  pick  and  choose  my 
words  terribly  afore  I  could  teel  you  half  of 
what  I  feel  about  Mr.  Arthur — about  Doctor 
Sutton."  Here  he  looked  round  with  a 
glance  of  pride,  and  straightened  himself. 
The  mention  of  his  master's  name  appeared 
to  do  him  good.  As  for  his  hearers,  they — 
forgot  to  applaud.  "  I  have  pretty  much 
my  own  way,  gentlemen,  up  yonder,"  sug- 
gesting his  master's  residence  by  a  slight 
movement  of  the  head,  "  but  I'd  need  :  I'm 
an  old  servant  of  the  Suttons,  and  as  for 
Mr.  Arthur — I've  known  him  for  so  many 
years,  nineteen  come   Lady-day — I    say  I 
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have  known  liim  so  long,  I  look  u^Don  him, 
if  you  understand  me  {he  wad  if  he  was 
here)  more  like  a  son  than  a  master."  Ano- 
ther pause,  during  which  Crisp  refreshed 
himself  with  G-olightly's  grog. 

"  In  a  manner  of  speaking  I  may  say  he 
w^as  nobbut  a  yearhng  when  I  took  him  in 
hand,  and  off  and  on  he's  never  been  out  of 
my  hands  sin  '.  Surely  there's  verra  little 
of  his  sporting  he  does  not  owe  to  me,  as 
he'd  tell  you  if  he  was  here.  I  was  the  first 
to  put  his  little  fat  legs  across  .a  horse;  the 
first  to  show  him  how  to  handle  a  creckit- 
stick.''     Another  pause. 

*'  Never  mind  that.  He's  no  'casion  to 
be  ashamed  of  his  bringiogs  up  i'  that  way  : 
an'  ye  knaw  it !  "  The  last  three  words 
with  emphasis. 

"  However,  he  went  away,  and  I — I 
fancied  I  wanted  a  change — took  another 
place.     But  I  was  back  in  t'owd  place  when 
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lie  return ed  to  help  his  father  i'  doctoring  ; 
then  he  cam'  here,  and  I  cam  with  him. 
Mr.  Chairman  and  gentlemen  all,  I'm 
nearly  done.  My  master's  a  gentleman 
upright,  downright,  and  thoroughbred. 
Gentlemen  are  not  common  now-a-days, 
remember.  There's  never  an  individual  that 
ever  was  under  him  wouldn't  go  through 
fire  and  water  to  serve  him,  and  if  t'  dumb 
animals  that  have  him  for  master  could 
speak  they'd  say  the  same." 

He  sat  down,  but,  recollecting  himself, 
rose  again,  thereby  putting  a  stop  to  the 
applause  his  simple  garrulity  had  provoked, 
and  said — 

"I  am  much  obliged  to  you  for  men- 
tioning me  with  Mr.  Arthur.  I  can  say 
nowt  about  myself,  but  if  you  have  no 
objection  I'll  just  try  a  bit  of  a  sang." 

"  Weel  done.  Mat :  thou  could  pipe  a  bit 
years  syne,"  exclaimed  Golightly. 
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"  That's  not  now,  John  ;  but  never  mind, 
I'll  do  my  best." 

"Bravo!"  patronismgly  ejaculated  the 
chairman ;  "  perhaps  Mr.  Sillery  will  pass 
the  word  for  the  waiters  to  remam  outside 
until  the  conclusion  of  Mr.  Crisp's  song." 

In  a  voice  somewhat  cracked  in  its  upper 
register,  but  sturdy  and  musical  withal, 
Crisp  sang — 

Let  tlie  cobwebs  of  age  bedim  eyes  that  once  twinkled 

Witli  joy  at  tlie  peal  of  a  loud  tally  ho  ! 
And  feet,  that  at  sunrise  spurned  uplands  dew-sprinkled, 

Prove  false  as  through  turnips  and  stubble  we  go : 
Though  life's  Springtide  leave  us,  its  Michaelmas  grieve 
us, 
The  Winter  old-womanish  service  compel, 
"We  never  knock  under — we  sportsmen — believe  us  ! 
Breeding  will  tell ! 

In  the  thick  of  the  scrummage,  at  football  or  fighting, 
Behold  the  brave  youngster,  whose  breeding  is  true  ! 

Across  a  stiff  country,  well-mounted,  he's  right  in 
Advance  of  the  field  with  a  stout  fox  in  view. 

Steady  stayer,  fleet  goer — rough  wrestler,  fine  rower 
(You  judge  of  the  kernel  by  bruising  the  shell), 

"We  cry,  when  the  pinching  he  stands  without  flinching, 
Breeding  will  tell ! 

VOL.  II.  10 
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A  handsomer  colt  never  danced  on  the  daisies  ! 

That  satin  coat  covers  tongh  sinews :  yet  hold  ! 
Let  him  collar  the  hill  ere  you  carol  his  praises  : 

Base  metal  will  glisten  as  grandly  as  gold ! 
Behold  him  !  he's  cut  it !  ears  drooping,  flag  working ; 

The  beauty's  a  craven  !     That  other  runs  well : 
She    is    plain    and    three-corner'd,    but — hasn't    learnt 
shirking  ! 

Breeding  will  tell ! 

Sneer  not,  though  yon  oldster  who  handles  the  willow 
Has  white  in  his  whisker ;  just  wait  till  he's  warm ! 

There's  a  drive  !  can  you  beat  it,  my  eager  young  fellow  ? 
Though  his  joints  have  grown  rusty  he  hasn't  lost  form! 

Then  stand  to  the  bowling,  boys  !  spank  it  or  snick  it ; 
Score  on,  if  'tis  fated  that  you  shall  excel ; 

And,  warned  of  the  bowler  who  must  take  your  wicket, 
Think — breeding  will  tell ! 

"  How  dare  you  enter  the  room  in  such 
a  noisy  manner  while  a  gentleman  is  sing- 
ing?" 

"After  you  and  the  others  were  ex- 
pressly forbidden." 

"  I  waited  for  the  chorus,  sir " 

"  You  waited  for  the  chorus,  sir  !  Don't 
reply  to  me.  Don't  bandy  words  with  me  ! 
There  is  something  you  will  not  have  to 
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wait  for,  let  me  tell  you ;  and  that  is 
notice  to  leave  my  service.  Understand 
that.'^ 

"  I  really  beg  your  pardon,  but  if  you  will 
only  hear " 

"  I  will  do  nothing  of  the  sort,  sir,"  hotly 
rejoined  the  landlord,  who  was  not  at  all 
sorry  for  an  opportunity  of  dispersing  the 
ire  that  had  been  raised  by  the  taxing  of  his 
little  bills.  The  pilloried  waiter,  a  supremely 
negative  person,  and  a  useful,  could  not  get 
in  a  word  edgeways.  "  Hear  you,  indeed ! 
Are  my  orders  to  be  disobeyed  and  my 
guests  disturbed  to  suit  you  ?  You  heard 
the  chairman  request  me  to  keep  the  waiters 
out  of  the  room  until  the  gentleman  had 
finished  his  song,  and,  nevertheless,  you 
rush  in  without  a  With  your  leave  or  a  By 
your  leave,  like  an  uncultivated  cow.  I  am 
surprised,  Williams;  you  of  all  my  men 
ought  to  have  known  better." 

10— :z 
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"  But,  sir- 


"  Don't  sir  me,  sir  !     I  am  disgusted." 

"  Although  your  master  has  every  reason 
to  be  annoyed  at  your  unpardonable  con- 
travention of  his  orders,"  observed  the  chair- 
man mediatorily,  "  I  might  say  of  my 
request  and  his  orders,  if  you  have  any  ex- 
planation to  make,  I  have  no  doubt  Mr. 
Sillery  will  listen  to  it,  and  perhaps  for  this 
time  forgive  the  offence." 

"  Oh,  bother  the  offince ! "  exclaimed 
Mr.  Macarthy,  who,  overflowing  with 
whiskey  and  music,  was  burning  to  sing 
the  song  of  the  Blunderskull  Blazers  ;  ''  sittle 
it  afterwards.  Here's  your  jolly  good  health 
and  song,  Misther  Chrisp !  Mr.  Chairman, 
some  more  harmony  1" 

"If  you  will  allow  me,  gentlemen,  I 
should  like  it  settled  now.  Though  I  am 
a  waiter,  I  am  a  Briton,  and  have  a  right 
to  fair  play." 
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"  Oh  !  go  on/'  said  the  landlord  peevishly  ; 
"  my  mind  is  made  up." 

"And  so  is  mine,"  replied  the  waiter,  who 
by  this  time  (remembering  his  value  in 
the  establishment)  had  managed  to  stiffen 
his  back,  ''so  is  mine,  Mr.  Sillery.  If 
you  had  permitted  me  to  speak  out,  sir, 
you  would  have  heard  that  Doctor  Sutton 
galloped  into  the  yard  while  Mr.  Crisp  was 
singing,  that  he  wants  Mr.  Crisp  imme- 
diately, and  desires  to  see  you  at  the  same 
time  about  a  trap  to  drive  him  to  Billing- 
ham  Gimlet  to  see  a  patient,  for  he  says 
the  mare  is  knocked  up  and  Kelpie  wants 
rest.'' 

"  Why  the  deuce  didn't  you  tell  me  all 
this  before  ?"  exclaimed  mine  host  of  the 
Sursingle. 

''  Yes,  why  could  you  not  tell  him  before  ?" 
added  the  chairman.  ''  Who  knows  but 
what  Doctor  Sutton's   getting  speedily  on 
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to  Billingliam  Gimlet  is  of  tlie  utmost  im- 
portance ?" 

"  Well,"  replied  the  amazed  waiter,  open- 
ing liis  wondering  eyes  as  much  as  the  lids 
would  allow,  "  well,  I'm " 

The  victim  of  overwhelming  tyranny  was 
not  permitted  to  complete  his  may-be  highly 
improper  remark.  Sillery  hustled  him  from 
the  room. 

"  Good  night,  gentlemen  ;  I  must  be  off/' 
said  Crisp. 

"  Good  night !"  in  concert  replied  his 
boon  companions :  the  plumber-and-glazier 
adding,  by  way  of  a  parting  greeting,  "  I 
should  have  been  glad  to  hear  another  song 
from  you,  sir  ;  but  duty — duty.     I  know." 

Crisp  hurried  down  into  the  yard  and 
found  the  Doctor  impatiently  pacing  up  and 
down,  as  though  powerfully  excited.  Widow 
Malone  stood  hard  by,  and  it  was  evident 
from    the   steam  that  enveloped    her,   and 
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tlie  flecks  of  foam  that  here  and  there 
speckled  her  coat,  that  she  had  not  been 
over  indulged  during  the  journey  from 
Wimpledale  to  Heatherthorp. 

"  Come,  come.  Mat,"  exclaimed  our  hero, 
*'  what  have  you  been  dawdling  about  ?  I  am 
quite  tired  of  waiting.  There,  don't  explain. 
I  can  conjecture  the  cause.  But  first  of  all 
let  me  have  a  good  look  at  you." 

Taking  Crisp  by  the  sleeve  he  hastily  led 
him  to  the  bar-window.  In  the  blaze  of 
light  which  lit  up  that  portion  of  the  main 
entrance  to  the  hotel  Crisp  stood  for  a 
minute,  while  his  master  peered  closely  into 
his  face.  The  Doctor  was  tolerably  well 
satisfied  with  the  inspection,  for  he  ex- 
claimed— 

"  Yes — you  will  do,  Matthew.  At  the 
same  time  you  will  be  none  the  worse  for 
drinking  a  bottle  of  soda  and  dashing  a 
little  cold  water  into  your  face.     See  to  this 
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at  once,  Mat,  and  ask  no  questions — yet. 
While  you  are  bracing  yourself  up  a  bit,  I 
will  run  home  and  get  some  medicine. 
Never  mind  the  mare.  She  must  wait. 
By  the  time  I  return  let  the  trap  be  quite 
ready,  for  there  is  not  a  minute  to  spare. 
You  will  have  to  drive.  Now,  Mat,  if 
ever  you  were  wide-awake  and  up  to 
work  you  must  be  now.  T  ask  this  as  a 
favour.  I  will  explain  when  we  get  on  the 
road. 

**  What  is  the  trap  ?"  inquired  Crisp  of 
the  under-ostler. 

"Brome." 

'^  Light  r 

"  Middling.  'Tisn't  heavy.  I'll  go  that 
far." 

"  Good  nag  ?" 

"A  mare  we  got  from  Yarm  fair  last 
week." 

"  Fresh  ?" 
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"  As  a  daisy.  She  hasn't  done  a  mite  of 
work  since  yesterday/' 

"  That's  right.  Now,  leave  them  traces 
half  a  minute,  and  give  ns  a  turn  at  the 
pump." 

The  ostler  obeyed,  and  Crisp,  all  the 
better  for  his  primitive  but  copious  refresher, 
assisted  the  ostler  to  yoke  the  mare,  and 
then  departed  in  search  of  soda  water. 

"  Sillery,  who  had  been  unable  to  ex- 
change words  with  the  Doctor,  encountered 
Crisp  at  the  bar-door. 

"  Jim  has  been  smart,  I  hope.  Crisp,"  ob- 
served he.  "  Ah  !  then  we  shall  keep  our 
character.  And  now  is  there  anything  I 
can  do  for  you  ?  You  will  have  a  cold 
drive,  although  not  an  unpleasant  one — 
there's  a  splendid  moon.'' 

"  Give  me  a  bottle  of  soda,  and  a  drop  of 
brandy  in  it.  Mr.  Arthur  said  nothing 
about  the  brandy,"  he  added  to  himself;  "  but 
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lie  surely  never  intended  me  to  take  the 
other  stuff  alone." 

The  Doctor  was  not  long  absent.  In  fact 
he  had  merely  tied  up  Widow  Malone, 
written  half  a  dozen  words  to  Mr.  Eobson, 
provided  himself  with  a  further  supply  of 
the  current  coin  of  the  realm,  and  slightly 
changed  his  raiment  when  he  returned. 
But  how  absent-minded  he  was,  to  be  sure ! 
he  had  actuallv  foro^otten  the  medicine  he 
had  signified  his  intention  of  bringing  with 
him. 

"  Now  Crisp,  my  man,  are  you  perfectly 
ready  ?" 

"Yes,  Mr.  Arthur." 

In  three  minutes  the  brougham  was  out- 
side the  town  at  a  point  where  the  main 
road  diverges  into  another  leading  to  Billing- 
ham  Grimlet.  Dr.  Sutton  pulled  the  check- 
string. 

"  Straight  on  towards  Wimpledale  Place." 
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Crisp  whistled — inaudibly. 
"  As  fast  as  you  can  go.     Don't  pull  up  till 
you  reach  Squire  Wilson's  gate." 
''All  right." 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

MISS  VANDERVELDE  AND  ME.  WOODEIDGE,  SINGLY  AND  TO- 
GETHER, ENDEAVOUR  BY  DIVERS  ARTFUL  DODGES  TO 
BRING  ABOUT  THE  COMPLETE  DISCOMFITURE  OF  TIMOTHY 
WILSON,  ESQUIRE,  NOW  MAKING  A  CAST  FOR  HIS 
MISSING  DAUGHTER.  LOVE  LAUGHS  AT  LOCKSMITHS,  AND 
HYMEN   IGNORES   CANONICAL   HOURS. 

Both  Sylvia  and  the  Doctor  had,  without 
comparing  notes,  resolved  that  the  week  of 
the  race-meeting  should  see  the  end  of  the 
siege.  If  Kate's  father  did  not  then  sur- 
render at  discretion,  the  citadel  should  be 
stormed,  and  his  treasure  carried  off;  or, 
in  other  words,  if  he  persisted  in  refusing  his 
consent  to  Kate's  marriage  with  the  Doctor, 
Sylvia  was  resolved  that  the  Doctor,  if 
he  were  willing,  should  dispense  with  the 
parental  approval.  The  Doctor  had  come  to 
the  same  determination — from  no  process  of 
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reasoning,  as  was  the  case  with  Sylvia, — and 
it  was  that  which  occupied  his  mind  on  the 
afternoon  of  the  day  he  had  ridden  the  match 
with  Woodridge,  when  he  was  overtaken  by 
Kate  and  Sylvia  on  their  return  from  the 
course. 

Doctor  Sutton  entertained  a  very  proper 
regard  for  himself.  It  was  possible  Mr. 
"Wilson  might  long  have  the  bad  taste  to  con- 
sider him  an  inappropriate  son-in-law;  but  he 
was  SURE  that  Kate — bless  her  ! — would  not 
for  a  moment  hesitate  to  set  her  papa  at 
open  defiance,  even  if  her  mutiny  took  such 
a  shocking  shape  as  a  runaway  marriage ! 
He  longed  to  inform  Miss  Vandervelde  that 
an  old  college  chum,  the  incumbent  of  Holy 
Trinity,  Stokesbro', — a  market  town  twenty 
miles  distant  from  Heatherthorp,  on  the 
main  line — had  undertaken  "  to  turn  him 
off"  on  the  very  shortest  notice,  and,  in 
furtherance  of  his  fate,  promised  to  transmit 
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him  by  return  of  post,  whenever  he  required 
it,  the  special  licence,  conveniently  made  out 
in  respect  of  dates  and  names,  and  the 
whole  duly  authenticated  by  the  addition 
of  the  proper  august  sign-manual.  Dr. 
Sutton  had  written  to  the  Eev.  George 
Wyke,  incumbent  of  Holy  Trinity,  on 
the  morning  of  the  party  at  The  Place,  and 
when  he  bade  Mat  wait  until  he  ran  home 
for  some  medicine,  he  had  nothing  but 
the  above  essential  legal  instrument  in 
view.  It  was  not  there.  Either  his  own 
letter  had  miscarried,  or  Wyke  was  from 
home.  This  was  a  mortifying  misadventure 
to  begin  with,  but  haply  not  irremediable. 
Anyhow,  he  was  not  the  sort  of  fellow  to 
relinquish  his  enterprise  because  of  a  rebuff 
on  its  threshold.  He  rejoined  Crisp,  and  took 
to  the  road  right  manfully,  as  we  have  seen. 
As  to  Sylvia  and  her  part  in  the  rapidly 
ripening  crisis^  it  is  scarcely   sufficient   to 
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repeat  the  trite  observation  about   women 
being  an  enigma ;  albeit  only  on  the  score 
of  the   enigmatical   nature    of    the   lovely 
woman  who  stoops  to  the  folly  of  rehabili- 
tating an  old  love  could  she  be  explained. 
Miss  Vandervelde,  deep  in  her  heart,  had 
forgiven  Woodridge ;  she  knew  that  he  knew 
it :  the  knowledge  afforded  her  serene  plea- 
sure.    She  had  loved  him  once,  remember, 
and  latterly  he  had  shown  himself  so  much 
like  her  ideal,  the  old  feeling  had  come  to 
rosy   life    again.     The    mainspring   of  her 
regard  for  Eeginald  was  unsuspected.     She 
thought — poor  girl ! — if  she  gave  the  matter 
a  thought — that  she  was  merely  rendering 
him  frigid  justice  when   she   admired  the 
mare  he  rode  in  the  match,  and  the  colours 
he  wore  :  when  she  pointed  out  to  Kate  how 
much   he   had   improved,    and   how   much 
pleasanter  he  was  for  the  snubbing  he  had 
received. 
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As  for  Woodridge,  the  point  he  reached 
was  that  Sylvia  was  a  deuced  jolly  girl,  after 
all,  and  as  he  was  one  of  those  fellows  who 
see  neither  rhyme  nor  reason  in  breaking 
your  heart  over  a  girl  that  won't  have  you, 
you  know,  well — he'd  let  Syl  see  that  he 
bore  no  malice  :  not  a  bit  of  it !  Then  there 
was  that  old  Wilson.  He  certainly  owed 
him  one  for  making  him  such  an  ass,  and 
— strong  expression — he'd  help  the  Doctor — 
no,  not  exactly  that,  he  meant  he  would 
help  Syl  to  help  the  Doctor  to  run  away  with 
Kate  !     He  would,  by  Jove  !     Then,  who 

knew  ? At  this  point  in  his  meditations 

Burroughs  presented  him  with  a  note.  It 
was  in  Miss  Yandervelde's  once  familiar 
characters.  Again  he  retired  without  the 
balcony.  The  perusal  of  a  diminutive  scrap 
of  feminine  caligraphy,  by  the  subdued 
light  that  shines  from  a  wintrily-curtained 
window,  may  be  pronounced  a  sufficiently 
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difficult  task ;  but  Reginald  Woodridge  ac- 
complislied  it  in  brief  space.  He  read  it 
with  more  than  liis  eyes !  The  missive 
provoked  from  him  an  audible  remark  of 
an  emphatic  nature,  and — he  was  alone  ! — 
a  passionate  tribute  to  the  sentiment  of 
the  hour  and  the  occasion.  Behold  him 
place  his  lips  where  Sylvia  had  inscribed 
her  dainty  signature  ! 

"  Stokesbro',  is  it  Syl  ?  Very  well,  my 
love.  I  will  be  there."  Twenty  minutes 
after,  saw  him,  oblivious  of  the  com- 
pany's bye-laws,  sedulously  impregnating 
the  cushions  of  a  first-class  carriage  with 
another  full-flavoured  one.  His  destination 
was  Stokesbro'. 

In  these  tryings  back  let  us  not  lose  sight 
of  our  darling,  bonny  Kate  !  She  is  the  Des- 
demona  of  these  chronicles,  recollect,  if  the 
Emilia  of  it  has  been  undertaken  by  a  lady 
so  accustomed  to  "  lead."    Behind  the  scenes 
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of  the  charades,  she,  in  coy  fear  and  trem- 
bling, hearkened  to,  but  only  half  compre- 
liended  Miss  Vandervelde's  rapid  remarks. 
As  the  flight  she  had  whisperingly  consented 
to  just  before  the  lifted  curtain  revealed  the 
significant  tableau  we  have  taken  note  of, — 
;as  this  same  terrible  elopement  was  coolly 
arranged  by  stronger-minded  Sylvia,  she 
gasped  out — 

"My  dear,  I  shall  never  go  through 
with  it.  I  never,  never  shall !  And  you 
forbid  me  a  little  '  good  night '  to  papa. 
Oh,  dear  !  if  he  should  never  forgive  me !" 
Here  Kate  agitatedly  called  into  requi- 
sition a  delicate  French  cambric  hand- 
kerchief. 

"  I  expected  this,  Kate ;  but — courage  ! — 
I  won't  be  harsh,  not  I. — Your  papa  ?  For- 
giveness ?  He  is  as  sure  to  forgive  you  as 
— I  can't  think  of  acomparison  strong  enough 
— well,  as  your  Arthur — never — never  would 
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if  you  were  to  leave  him  in  the  lurch  at  the 
last  moment/' 

"  Oh,  Sylvia  !" 

"  If  you  saw  your  delightfully  obstinate — 
pigheaded  is  the  correct  word,  I  believe — 
papa  to  night,  it  would  ruin  everything. 
Fancy  :  you  on  your  knees,  ready  on  the 
very  slightest  encouragement  to  become 
'  like  Niobe,  all  tears.'  You  try  to  bid  him 
good  night, — your  voice  trembling  with 
highl3''-becoming,  but  exceedingly  inoppor- 
tune agony,  runs  away  with  you.  It  says 
what  it  chooses  ;  you " 

"  Sylvia " 

"  Stop  a  bit.  I  repeat  you  try  to  bid 
good  night ;  somehow  or  other  you  don't 
say  that,  but  good-bye,  or  adieu,  or  farewell. 
Tour  papa,  who  has  hitherto  had  no  cause 
to  accuse  you  of  using  poetry  when  prose 
would  serve,  starts  to  his  feet  (as  well  as  he 
can,  poor  old   gentleman,    considering   the 

11—2 
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gout),  observes  your  confusion,  hastily  in- 
quires its  cause, — you  confess  !  and — what 
next,  think  you,  Katey  ?" 

"  You  exaggerate,  I  am  positive." 

"  Why,  mi/  rapid  and  energetic,  if  not 
forcible,  expulsion  from  Wimpledale  Place. 
Your  immediate  incarceration  in  a  strong 
room,  on  a  lowering  diet  of  bread  and  water, 
— or,  perhaps  your  banishment,  and  Doctor 
Arthur  Basinghall  Sutton's  heartrending 
despair."  This  last  shot  told,  Kate's  face 
brightened,  as  she  said  in  a  voice,  rich  with 
feeling — 

"  Sylvia,  I  have  promised  him,  and  I  will 
keep  my  word.  My  father,  I  think,  will 
not  cast  me  off," — and  her  pretty  hazel  eyes 
for  a  moment  looked  their  saddest,  and 
wistfully  accorded  with  the  tremulousness 
of  her  sweet  mouth :  "  No,  Syl,  I  think  he 
will  not  cast  me  off.     But  I  am  Arthur's  !" 

"To  be  sure  you  are,  Kate ;  and  though 
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I  don't  deny  tliat  this  is  a  most  serious 
undertaking  for  a  young  lady  like  yourself, 
I  would  be  the  last  to  espouse  your  cause  if 
I  saw  nothing  in  the  flight  but  its  romance. 
Depend  upon  it,  Kate,  you  have  little  to 
fear  in  the  future.  Arthur  Sutton  is  nearly 
all  you  think  he  is,  and  that  is  saying  worlds 
in  his  favour.  So,  no  more  preaching.  Run 
to  your  room  and  make  your  preparations. 
Send  Burroughs  to  me,  and  then  return  to 
your  guests." 

And  so  the  two  girls  separated  ;  Kate  to 
hurry  the  preparations  for  her  flight, — to 
possess  herself  of  her  jewels  in  case  of — 
what  ?  She  dared  not  answer  the  half- 
formed  question :  and  Miss  Vandervelde  to 
play  the  hostess  until  Kate  reappeared  and 
said  Society's  conventional  adieux  to  the 
departing  guests. 

Burroughs !  We  have  rather  neglected 
that  young  person  lately.     Burroughs  was 


166  Pigskin  and  Willow. 

both  surprised  and  indignant  when  her 
mistress  intimated  that,  after  Miss  Van- 
dervelde  had  seen  her,  she  could  dispense 
with  her  services  for  the  remainder  of  the 
night.  As  she  had  had  a  harassing  day 
(how  nice  and  considerate  of  Miss  Wilson !) 
did  not  she  think  she  had  best  retire  ?  Bur- 
roughs made  no  reply,  but  duly  waited  on 
Miss  Yandervelde,  who,  curiously  enough 
reiterated  Miss  Wilson's  recommendation. 
Did  not  she  think,  now,  it  would  be  best  to 
retire  forthwith  ?  She  did  not  think  so,  for 
a  reason  she  had ;  but  as  she  rather  feared 
Miss  Vandervelde,  she  quieted  that  impera- 
tive young  lady  with  a  vague  kind  of 
promise,  and  retired  to  the  housekeeper's 
room  to  air  her  awakened  suspicions,  and 
finish  a  flirtation  with  Jones,  the  game- 
keeper. 

"The  devil's  in  the  moon  for  mischief," 
wrote  he  whose  memory  has  supplied  a  tuft- 
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hunting  Yankee  authoress  with  an  unpleasant 
excuse  for  airing  her  aristocratic  connections 
in  the  old  country.  Until  the  particular 
moment  the  brougham  containing  Doctor 
Sutton  emerged  from  the  portals  of  the 
Sursingle  Arms  the  moon  had  sulkily  with- 
held her  beams.  But  she  rose  from  behind 
a  curtain  of  shaggy  cloud  as  the  vehicle 
rattled  along  the  High  street,  and  revealed  to 
all  whom  it  might  concern  Matthew  Crisp,, 
in  his  hastily-assumed  character  of  Jehu. 

Whether  it  concerned  her  or  not,  Miss 
Priscilla  Cardmums,  given,  in  the  interest  of 
the  local  paper,  to  courting  the  muses  at 
unwholesome  hours,  saw  the  Doctor's  man 
taking  it  out  of  the  nag. 

"  Ah  !"  she  murmured,  sighingly,  ''  Doctor 
Sutton !  Ever  pursuing  his  mission  of 
mercy  and  love  in  that  high  spirit  of  self- 
abnegation  which  so  eminently  characterises 
him  !     How  few  there  are  who  are  imbued 
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with  such  nobility  of  soul !  Few  indeed ; 
alas,  few  indeed  !     Ah  !  Doctor  Sutton :  had 

we  met  ten  years  since ."    The  chaise  by 

this  time  had  turned  the  corner.  She  stayed 
not  to  finish  the  emotional  sentence  whose 
beginning  was  so  suggestive,  but  resumed 
her  pen  and  courted  the  muses  with  aug- 
mented ardour. 

Nathan  Barjona  was  innocent  of  making 
poetry,  and  seldom  given  to  its  perusal. 
Even  Bernard  Barton's  gentle  strains 
enthralled  him  not.  His  furtive  appearance 
at  the  window  of  his  bedchamber  the  while 
Miss  Cardmums  was  enjoying  a  moony  look- 
out from  hers,  was  attributable  to  common- 
place causes.  The  fact  is,  Nature's  soft 
nurse  having,  for  dyspeptic  reasons,  declined 
to  steep  his  senses  in  forgetfulness,  he  had 
betaken  himself  to  the  window  for  the 
purpose  of  giving  one  of  his  senses  an 
astronomical  and  panoramic  treat. 
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''It   is  evident,"    observed  night-capped 
Nathan  to  himself,  as  he  raised  the  bhnd, 
"  that  homoepathy  is  unequal  to  the  task  of 
coping  with  the  pecuHarities  of  my  mortal 
frame.     Or,  could  it  be  the  port  ?     I  think 
not.     No,  no.     It  could  not   be    the    port. 
What  a  placid  moon  !     'Tis  almost  as  light 
as  noonday.     Ugh !  it's  chilly,  and  there's  a 
thick  reek  on  the  far  side  of  the  five-acre 
that  tells  me  this  is  not  a  favourable  night 
for  one  that's  troubled  with  a  winter  cough. 
Why,^  what  can  that  fool  Thomas— that  I 
should  be  led  to    bestow    such    an   epithet 
on    a  fellow-Christian— have  been  thinking 
about?     He  has  left  the  garden  gate  open. 
However,  the  town  must  be  pretty  clear  of 
the  vagabonds  that  swarmed  to  the  moor 
yesterday  and  to-day,  so  I  will  not  disturb 
the     house.     But    to-morrow, — to-morrow, 
friend  Thomas,  thou  shalt  feel  the  weight  of 
my  rebuke,  I  promise  thee. 
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"  No  ;  I  am  not  at  all  well.  And  I  have 
not  been  well  since  I  differed  in  opinion  with 
that  misguided  young  man,  Sutton.  Wheels! 
Who  can  it  be  at  this  untimely  hour? 
Surely  not — yes — no — it  is  that  uncivil 
fellow,  Matthew  Crisp,  and  driving  as 
though  he  meant  to  break  his  own  neck 
and  the  horse's  knees.  There  is  someone  in 
the  chaise,  too  :  his  master.  They  take  the 
road  to  Billingham  Gimlet.  No  :  they  pull 
up ;  and  now  they  turn  off  towards  the 
railway  station.  What  can  it  all  mean? 
Ugh  !  it's  intensely  cold.  I  will  retire,  and 
to-morrow  communicate  with  Essom.  This 
matter  must  be  investigated." 

Said  Matthew  Crisp  to  his  master  when 
they  were  quite  clear  of  the  suburbs  of 
Heatherthorp,  ''  Mr.  Arthur  1" 

"  Well,  Mat,  what's  the  discovery  ?  some 
one  ahead  of  us  ?" 

"No,  sir,  nowt  o'  that.     And  I  suppose 
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it  wadn't  fash  either  on  us  verra  much  if 
there  was.  Ye  didn't  happen  to  get  a  gUff 
ov  awd  Barjona  as  we  passed  his  house,  eh  ?" 

"No,  certainly  not.  Barjona?  Nor  you 
either." 

"  Aw  did,  though.  I  saw  his  dowly  awd 
head  up  at  bedroom  window.  And  verra 
pratty  it  leuk'd  iv  a  woollen  neetcap.  Ha ! 
ha.  Airt  toon  '11  knaw  aboot  our  journey  as 
sune  as  Essom  oppens  shop." 

"  Let  it !"  exclaimed  the  Doctor,  with 
energy.     "  What  do  I  care  ?" 

"  And  why  sud  ye,  Mr.  Arthur  ?  'specially 
about  such  a  gauvison  as  awd  Barjona. 
He's  like  a  coo,  wi'  twea  sides  to  his  tung,  a 
rough  un  and  a  smooth  un;  but  neebody 
minds  him,  sir,  nae  matter  which  side  he 
licks  'em  with." 

After  enunciating  this  profound  bucolic 
figure  with  contemptuous  gusto.  Crisp  re- 
lapsed into    silence,    and    again    addressed 
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himself  to  taking  it  out  of  Sillery's  bit  of 
horseflesh. 

Loyal  to  the  letter  but  false  to  the  spirit 
of  her  mistress's  injunctions  was  Kate's 
maid,  Miss  Martha  Burroughs.  She  was 
not  going  to  bed  till  she  thought  fit.  She 
was  sure,  indeed !  Was  she  no  better  than 
an  African  slave  to  be  ordered  off  just 
when  her  mistress  thought  proper?  Oh 
dear  no  !  Mrs.  Eaye,  the  housekeeper,  and 
Mr.  Jones,  the  gamekeeper,  and  Elizabeth 
Morrell,  the  still-room  maid,  might  severally 
and  collectively  depend  upon  it,  as  sure 
as  they  were  sitting  there  drinking  that  port 
wine  negus,  there  was  Something  in  the 
wind,  and  find  out  what  that  Something 
was  she  would  before  she  was  many  hours 
older. 

Perhaps  the  negus  was  too  potent  for 
Miss  Burroughs,  or,  it  may  be,  that  a  last 
sip  with  Mr.  Jones  (whose  negus  had  the 
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appearance  ancl  odour  of  gin-hot)  was  too 
many  for  her ;  but  by-and-by  she  became 
emotional,  and  wept  freely  on  Mrs.  Eaye's 
shoulder.  She  should  not  care,  she  said,  if 
Miss  Wilson  would  only  treat  her  with  that 
confidence  which  one  lady  ought  to  bestow 
on  another.  Then  she  waxed  hilarious,  and 
declared,  if  Elizabeth  would  only  accompany 
her,  she  would  see  Mr.  Jones  part  of  his  way 
home.  (Mr.  J.,  it  should  be  observed,  was  a 
single  man  and  a  thrifty,  who  had  long  been 
credited  with  a  vast  admiration — at  a  proper 
distance — of  Miss  Wilson's  maid.)  Mrs. 
Eaye  was  greatly  scandalised  by  the  pro- 
posal; but  as  Burroughs  was  not  to  be 
denied,  the  old  lady  at  length  consented, 
and  the  trio  left  The  Place,  Mrs.  Raye  having 
previously  promised  Elizabeth  to  sit  up  until 
their  return. 

The  last  carriage  was  rattling  homeward 
along  the  main  road;  the  musicians  from 
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Shipley  were  partaking  of  a  substantial  re- 
past in  the  servants'  hall,  previous  to  their 
trudging  to  the  station  with  a  view  to  the 
earliest  third-class  train;  Mrs.  Eaye  was 
sleeping  soundly,  and  demonstratively,  in 
her  easy-chair,  when  the  two  fugitives,  our 
bonny  Kate  and  her  friend  Sylvia,  stepped 
from  one  of  the  drawing-room  windows 
into  the  garden,  and  hurried  thence  to  the 
entrance  of  a  foot-path  that  led  to  the 
Heatherthorp  entrance  to  the  grounds. 

"  Oh,  Syl,"  said  Kate,  "  let  us  go  back. 
I  feel  ready  to  drop  ;  I  do,  indeed ;  and  I 
tremble  all  over." 

"  When  you  are  done  trembling,  we  will 
proceed.  What  nonsense !  One  would 
think  you  were  going  to  your  execution. 
Be  a  woman,  Kate. — But  there,  I  will  do 
your  bidding.  Suppose  we  return  ?  We  can 
— unperceived  too.     What  say  you  ?" 

There  was  a  brief  pause,  and  then  Kate, 
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gulping  down  her  emotion  with  a  mighty 
effort,  said,  in  a  low  but  firm  voice,  "  I  am 
ready." 

Sylvia  kissed  her,  and  said,  "  I  am  sure 
3^ou  have  chosen  well.  You  will  not  regret 
this  night's  adventure,  believe  me." 

Just  then,  as  though  to  hearten  her  and 
smile  upon  her  resolve,  the  moon  broke 
from  behind  a  thick  cloud  and  threw  the 
shadowy  features  of  the  mysterious  land- 
scape into  strong  relief  Kate  accepted  the 
sudden  radiance  as  a  good  omen. 

"  How  beautiful !  Look,  Sylvia,  at  those 
long,  fantastic,  shadows." 

"  Long  fantastic  fiddlesticks  !  Pray  don't 
linger.  We  must  get  among  these  long, 
fantastic  shadows  if  we  are  to  escape 
observation.  It  is  very  beautiful,  I  dare 
say;  but  since  we  are  not  astronomizing, 
nor  studying  light  and  shade,  it  would  have 
pleased  me  better  if  this  most  impertinent 


176  Pigshin  and  Willow. 

moon  had  remained  in  bed.  There,  we  are 
safe." 

They  walked  on  in  silence  for  some 
minutes,  when  Kate,  clutching  Sylvia  sud- 
denly by  the  arm,  said,  in  a  whisper — 

"  Stay  !  I  can  hear  footsteps." 

"  Yes  ;  and  I  can  hear  voices." 

"  What  5/^^// we  do?" 

"Wait.  Can  you  yet  distinguish  any- 
thing?" 

*^Yes.  Now  I  can.  There  are  two 
figures.     Surely  they  are  not  poachers." 

"  Poachers  ! — in  petticoats.  Calm  your 
apprehensions,  my  darling.  They  approach, 
and  I  discover  in  one  of  these  nocturnal 
wanderers  your  own  maid.  Burroughs,  and 
in  the  other  that  child,  Elizabeth." 

"The  little  still-room  maid!  Whatever 
can  they  be  doing  away  from  The  Place  at 
this  hour?" 

"I  am  not  at  present  anxious  to  know; 
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but  if  you  will  please  to  conceal  yourself  in 
the  shadow  of  that  oak,  I  will  teach  these 
silly  women  a  lesson  they  will  not  speedily 
forget." 

Whereupon  Miss  Yandervelde  took  her 
cloak,  a  sensibly-comfortable  garment  of 
considerable  amplitude,  and  gathered  it 
deftly  about  her  arms ;  then  stretching 
these  forth  in  the  form  of  the  letter  V,  she 
appeared,  as  she  stood  out  conspicuously 
in  the  moonlight,  as  eerie  and  preter- 
naturally  gigantic  a  figure  as  could  well  be 
conceived.  There  was  not  enough  wind  to 
stir  the  lightest  leaf,  and  this  singular 
stillness  materially  aided  the  success  of  her 
impromptu  stratagem.  She  moved  on 
slowly  and  stealthily,  as  yet  unmarked  by 
Burroughs  and  her  companion,  and  Kate  for 
a  moment  forgot  herself  and  Arthur  in  the 
supremely-ridiculous  ecstasy  of  the  situation. 
She  would  have  given  anything  for  liberty 
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to  laugh,  but,  as  it  was,  she  hardly  allowed 
herself  to  breathe. 

Sylvia  was  now  full  in  the  path  of  Bur- 
roughs and  Elizabeth.  They  saw  her,  and, 
clinging  closely  to  each  other,  came  to  a  full 
stop.  In  awfully  cavernous  tones  Sylvia 
declaimed  what  seemed  to  Kate's  English 
ear  two  lines  of  a  Grerman  folk-song  she  had 
once  heard  her  friend  sing.  Then,  the 
while  moving  in  the  most  extraordinary 
fashion.  Miss  Vandervelde  poured  forth 
a  torrent  of  Teutonic  gutturals,  and  finally 
exclaimed,  after  the  traditional  manner  of 
provincial  Lady  Macbeths  in  the  sleep- 
walking scene — 

"  Begone !  Look  not  behind  ye !  o-r-r 
— beware  my  vengeance  /" 

There  was  no  need  for  the  ghost  of  the 
minute  to  utter  a  syllable  more.  Burroughs 
and  Elizabeth,  the  latter  indulging  in  a 
scream  that  would  have  done  honour  to  the 
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most  powerful  female  lungs  of  modern 
melodrama,  turned  and  fled,  pausing  not  for 
breath  until  they  reached  the  hall,  at  a  door 
of  which,  utterly  exhausted  by  their  terrific 
effort,  they  floundered. 
"  Oh,  Miss  Burroughs  l" 
"Oh,  ^Lizabeth!" 

"  Open  the  door,  Miss  Burroughs — do." 
"  Not  for  the  world.     You  must,  Eliza- 
beth.     It's    your    duty.      That    dreadful, 
dreadful  spectre !" 

"  Hush !— listen  !  There's  footsteps." 
''  I  know  I  shaU  faint.  Hark  1" 
"Who's  there?"  said  an  elderly  female 
voice  at  the  other  side  of  the  door.  The 
maidens  huddled  themselves  into  smaller 
compass,  but  did  not  deign  to  reply.  In- 
deed they  could  not  have  replied  if  they  had 
made  the  attempt.  "  Who's  there,  I  say  ? 
If  you  don't  speak  it  will  be  worse  for 
you. 

\2—% 
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"  It's  me,  Mrs.  Eaye,"  at  length  feebly 
articulated  the  exhausted  still-room  maid. 

"  Who's  me  ?— Elizabeth  ?" 

"Yes, 'm." 

A  bolt  was  withdrawn,  and  Mrs.  Raye 
opened  the  door.  Her  slumbers  had  been 
rudely  disturbed,  and  she  was  wroth. 

"What  is  the  meaning  of  all  this 
rubbish  ?  Miss  Burroughs,  I  am  surprised 
at  you,  and  come  what  may.  Miss  Wilson 
shall  know  my  sentiments.  Elizabeth,  go 
to  bed ;  and  if  you  don't  tread  your  shoes 
very  level,  Miss,  you  shall  go  altogether; 
mind  you  that !  This  comes  of  gallivantin' 
with  men." 

Burroughs  was  dumb.  She  stared  at  the 
housekeeper  in  haggard  response  to  that 
estimable  lady's  stern  rebuke,  groaned,  and 
rushing  into  the  apartment  Mrs.  Raye 
called  her  own,  sank  into  a  chair,  and 
fainted  away  in  right  down  earnest. 
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"  Well,  here's  a  pretty  to-do.  Elizabeth ! 
Elizabeth,  I  say.  She  is  in  the  sulks,  I 
suppose.  Elizabeth  !  Her  vehement  sum- 
mons was  unheeded,  and  Mrs.  Raye,  by  this 
time  enraged  beyond  endurance,  tugged 
vigorously  at  the  first  bell  which  came  to 
hand,  and  the  loud  clang  penetrated  into 
the  utmost  recesses  of  the  sleeping  mansion. 
It  produced  an  effect,  too,  which  the  ruffled 
housekeeper  had  not  bargained  for.  "  Oh  ! 
what  shall  I  do?  There's  master's  bell. 
I've  woke  him ;  he  will  never  forgive  me. — 
Elizabeth,  you  disobedient  girl,  run  up- 
stairs and  see  what  your  master  wants,  while 
I  look  to  this  idiot  here." 

That  idiot  there,  otherwise  Martha  Bur- 
roughs, required  seeing  to.  It  was  a  case 
that  admitted  of  no  nonsense,  so  Mrs.  Raye, 
eschewing  the  mild  and  correct  remedies  for 
feminine  fainting  that  are  affected  in  society, 
treated  Miss  Wilson's  own  maid  to  a  copious 
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douche yYfhioh  brought  about  an  instantaneous 
cure.  The  patient  unclosed  her  eyes,  and 
stared  wildly  around  her.  At  that  moment 
erring  Elizabeth,  looking  as  wild  as  her 
quondam  companion,  rushed  into  the  apart- 
ment. 

""Well?"  sharply  interrogated  her 
superior. 

"  Was  there  ever  such  a  night  as  this,  'm? 
Master  is  nearly  mad.  When  I  tried  to 
tell  him  about  the  mistake  you  had  made 
with  the  bell,  'm,  he  sa,id,  '  Tell  Miss  Wilson 
I  want  her,  if  she  has  not  retired  to  rest.' 
I  knocked  at  Miss  Wilson's  door,  and  as 
there  was  no  answer,  I  opened  it.  Oh  ! 
Mrs.  Eaye,  Mrs.  Eaye,  Miss  Katherine  is 
gone !" 

*'  Gone ! !" 

"  Gone  ! !  !"  repeated  Burroughs,  starting 
to  her  feet.  "  And  where's  Miss  Vander- 
velde  ?" 
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"  She's  gone  too  !  Both  the  young  ladies' 
rooms  are  empty." 

"  Ah  !  I  see  it  all  now  ! — the  ghost — the 
ghost !  " 

"  What  does  she  mean  ?  Eidiculous 
creature  that  she  is  1"  Before  Mrs.  Baye 
could  repeat  the  question  she  had  put  with 
such  an  air  of  desperate  bewilderment, 
Burroughs  had  rushed  from  the  room,  and, 
oblivious  of  the  proprieties,  invaded  Mr. 
Wilson's.  In  ao:itated  tones  she  told  the 
Squire  of  the  figure  she  had  seen  in  the 
grounds,  which  figure  she  took  for  a  ghost ; 
further,  she  made  him  acquainted  with  Miss 
Wilson's  and  Miss  Vandervelde's  remarkably 
earnest  desire  for  her — Martha  Burroughs' 
early  retirement  to  rest.  Mr.  Wilson  might 
depend  upon  it  that  the  ghost  was  flesh  and 
blood — one  of  Miss  Vandervelde's  outlandish 
tricks  to  terrify  her  and  Elizabeth  and  throw 
them  off  the  scent.     It  was   not  for  her  to 
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say  a  word  against  Miss  Wilson,  but  since 
Doctor  Sutton 

"Well,  what  of  liirn!"  shouted  Mr. 
Wilson. 

"  Oh  !  nothing,  sir ;  only  he  was  the  first 
gentleman  to  leave  the  party ;  and  Jobson, 
who  assisted  him  to  mount,  said  he  would 
not  have  rode  at  that  pace  in  the  dark  for 
fifty  pounds." 

"  Jobson  must  be  roused  at  once.  I'll 
bafile  that  young  scoundrel  yet.  And  as 
for  Kate — what  are  you  staring  at  ?  Oh ! 
Jobson ;  Mrs.  Eaye  must  have  him  awoke ; 
and  M'Callum  too.     Jones  is  gone,   I  sup- 
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pose  : 

"  Yes,  sir,"  replied  Burroughs,  with  a 
blush. 

"  Not  a  minute  must  be  lost  in  getting 
the  carriage  ready.  This  frightful  gout ! 
And  when  you  have  given  those  orders  fetch 
me  the  local  railway  guide.     Quick  !" 
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Regarded  in  the  light  of  a  handicap,  not- 
withstanding the  crushing  weight  the  Squire 
had  to  carry,  it  was  only  ahout  six  to  four  on  the 
fugitives.  Old  Wilson  was  a  man  of  energy, 
and  just  now  his  blood  was  up.  Now  one 
of  the  prejudices  of  his  striving  days  clung 
to  him  yet:  he  despised  valets.  Heroic 
were  his  present  endeavours,  unaided  as  they 
were,  to  equip  him  for  the  pursuit ;  heroic, 
if  clumsy.  His  afflicted  member  sharply 
announced  itself;  in  fact,  the  aristocratic 
twinges  could  not  have  said  more  if  Doctor 
Sutton,  of  malice  prepense,  had  retained 
them  on  his  side.  Nevertheless,  harassed 
though  he  was,  the  Squire  managed  by 
painful  stages  to  get  ready  for  the  disagree- 
able journey. 

Jobson  and  the  gardener  were  not  so 
prompt  in  their  movements.  Each  had  in- 
dulged copiously,  in  the  conviviality  of  the 
servants'  hall,  before  retiring  to  rest ;  both 
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were  plunged  far  into  their  first  dense  sleep 
when  Mrs.  Eaye  sounded  the  alarm.  How- 
ever, when  the  drowsy  servitors  were  in- 
formed of  the  nature  of  the  nocturnal  expe- 
dition, and  the  state  of  Mr.  Wilson's  temper, 
they  bestirred  themselves,  and  by  the  time 
the  Squire  rang  his  bell  the  carriage  was 
ready.  He  had  given  ten  minutes'  attention 
to  the  guide  and  arranged  the  route. 

"  Heatherthorp  Station,  Jobson,  as  quick 
as  you  can,  to  catch  the  through  train.  And 
keep  a  sharp  look-out  on  the  road." 

"  Very  good,  sir,"  said  Jobson,  who 
thereupon  gave  his  spanking  pair  an  en- 
couraging "  tch — tch  !"  and  the  carriage 
wheels  crunched  along  the  gravel  road  in  the 
direction  of  the  turnpike  that  stretches  from 
Heathorthorp  to  the  railway  station  of  that 
name. 

We  must  now  rejoin  the  fugitives. 

"  Whatever  was  it  you  said  to  that  silly 
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Burroughs,  Syl  ?"  inquired  Kate  of  her  friend 
as  they  sped  through  the  shadows,  their 
talk  rippling  with  subdued  laughter. 

"  Said  ?  The  song  you  know.  It  may 
be  freely  translated  into  your  own  couplet, 
Early  to  bed  and  early  to  rise.  I  could  not 
resist  the  temptation  of  saying  something 
ridiculously  apropos,  although  it  loas  in  a 
language  Burroughs  comprehends  not." 

"  But  the  other  words  ?" 

"  Naughty,  every  one  of  them.  German 
expletives,  my  dear.  But  don't  be  distressed. 
They  were  as  incoherent  as  a  speech  at  a 
wedding-breakfast.  Talking  of  w^edding- 
breakfasts,  I  wonder  where  yours  will  be, 
Katey.  Here's  the  gate,  and  let  me  see, 
here's  the  key." 

"  Sylvia,  did  you  even  think  of  that  ?" 

"  Even  so.  Now  we  are  released  from 
captivity  suppose  we  throw  one  little  obstacle 
in  the  path  of  our  pursuers  ?     There,  Mr. 
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Wilson,  should  you  follow  us  hither  you 
will  either  have  to  return,  or  break  the  lock, 
or  get  out  of  your  carriage  and  walk ;  an 
exercise,  by-the-way,  you  are  not  likely  to 
indulge  in." 

"  He  can  drive  round  by  Jones's  lodge, 
Syl." 

"  Let  him,  my  dear  ;  it  will  save  time — 
for  us.  But  here  is  our  chariot,  and — your 
Arthur." 

It  was  the  brougham  from  the  Sursingle. 
In  another  minute  the  Doctor  had  leapt  out 
and  folded  Kate  in  his  arms.  Crisp  the  while 
pretending  to  be  deeply  engaged  in  investi- 
gating the  complications  of  a  cheek-strap, 
and  Miss  Vandervelde  discreetly  looking  ano- 
ther way. 

"My  darling  Kate,"  whispered  the  Doctor, 
"  let  the  future  prove  how  I  love  the  girl 
whose  devotion  has  brought  her  here  to- 
night." 
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"  Dear  Arthur  !"  said  our  darling  whis- 
peringly.  "  Dear,  dear  Arthur  !"  She  could 
get  no  farther. 

"  Come,  you  children  !"  interposed  Sylvia, 
with  an  air  that  would  have  beseemed  a 
matron  of  fifty ;  "  there  is  no  time  to  be 
wasted  if  that  train  is  to  be  caught." 

"  True,  you  jolly  old  schemer  !"  exclaimed 
the  Doctor. 

"  Old  !  Mr  Sutton/'  observed  Sylvia,  with 
dignity.     "  I  do  not  understand  you." 

"  Never  mind,  Syl,  whether  you  do  or  not. 
In  truth  I  hardly  understand  myself,  I  feel 
so  happy.  You  have  heaps  of  time  for  the 
train.  Mat  will  drive  you  to  the  station — 
that  is,  not  quite  to  the  station,  and,  leaving 
you  in  the  carriage,  procure  second-class 
tickets  for  Crakenden." 

"Crukenden!"  exclaimed  the  girls  in  a 
breath. 

"  Yes,  Crukenden  ;    only  have  patience. 
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Tickets  for  Crukenden,  but  you  get  out  at 
Stokesbro',  darling.  Sylvia  must  take  care 
of  you  until  we  meet  at  old  Wyke's/' 

"  And  you,  Arthur  ?"  asked  Kate, 
anxiously. 

"  I  ?  As  soon  as  I  leave  you,  wbich  will 
be  immediately,  I  sball  walk  across  tlie 
fields  to  Billingham  Gimlet,  and  there  await 
a  train  for  Shipley.  Then  I  come  on  to 
Stokesbro'/' 

"  For  a  young  gentleman  in  your  agi- 
tated state  of  mind,  the  arrangement  is 
exceedingly  sagacious." 

"  I  don't  mind  what  you  say,  Sylvia — not 
I.  Adieu,  my  darling — but  not  for  long  V 
The  Doctor  once  more  exacted  his  lover's 
tribute,  imprinted  a  hearty  kiss  upon  the 
cheek  of  Miss  Yandervelde,  exchanged  a  few 
words  with  Crisp,  and  then  set  ofi*  at  a  rapid 
pace  in  search  of  the  short  cut  across  the 
fields  to  Billingham  Gimlet. 
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The  young  ladies'  part  in  the  railway 
journey  was  accomplished  with  brilliant  suc- 
cess. The  clerk  who  booked  for  the  up- 
train  in  the  absence  of  the  station-master 
was  not  of  an  inquiring  turn  of  mind,  and 
the  fugitives  took  their  seats  unobserved. 
Crisp,  who  now  guessed  what  was  in  the 
wind,  could  not  forbear  giving  Kate  a  little 
bit  of  his  mind,  as  he  handed  her  the  tickets. 

"  There,  Miss,  and  if  one  o'  them  tickets 
doesn't  tak  ye  tee  happiness,  I'm  sadly  mis- 
tune.  Mr.  Arthur's  yan  o't  best  maisters 
that  ever  leuked  through  a  bridle — noa,  I 
doant  mean  that ;  but  he  is  a  good  'un,  miss, 
and  he'se  mak  ye  a  rare  good  husband.  He's 
forgettin  tee  ask  me,  miss ;  but  I  mim  be 
there  !  Where  is  it — Stokesbro'  ?  Yerra 
good.     Grod  bless  you,  miss,  and  fareweel  1" 

Hot  and  strong  were  the  words  which 
were  blurted  from  the  Squire's  lips  when  he 
reached  the  main  road  and  found  that  some- 
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body  had  been  there  before  him  and  locked 
the  gate. 

"  This  is  that  Sylvia's  doings,  confounded 
young  hussey !  It's  not  a  bit  of  use  trying 
to  lift  the  gate  off  the  hinges,  Jobson ;  drive 
round  by  the  lodge.  Ugh  !  It  was  cleverly 
managed.  Miss  Vandervelde,  to  prevent  my 
saving  the  train,  but  if  I  don't  spoil  your 
little  plan  before  noon,  I'll  see." 

When  Jobson  pulled  up  at  the  Heather- 
thorp  station  it  was  too  late.  A  porter  who 
was  sweeping  the  platform  could  give  the 
Squire  no  information'.  A  clerk  who  lodged 
a  couple  of  miles  off  booked  for  that  train, 
and  he  (the  porter)  had  come  on  when  the 
clerk  went  off.  "Happen  the  folks  he 
wanted  had  gone  from  Billingham  Grimlei." 
Whether  or  not,  the  Squire  decided  to  drive 
thither,  since  he  would  be  as  near  Shipley, 
his  immediate  destination,  as  at  Heather- 
thorp.     News  !     The  station-master  at  "  the 


Pigskin  and  Willow.  193 

Gimlick  "  had  not  seen  any  young  ladies, 
and  lie  could  assure  Mr.  Wilson  no  young 
ladies  would  be  able  to  leave  by  any  of  the 
trains  without  Aim  seeing  them  ;  no,  sir  ;  in 
fact,  the  only  gentleman  he  had  booked  that 
night  was  Doctor  Sutton,  of  course  Mr. 
Wilson  knew  /m?i,  who  looked  as  though  he 
had  been  walking  fast,  and  said  he  must 
reach  Shipley  soon,  as  he  had  been  called  to 
an  urgent  case  there. 

''  I'll  urgent  case  him,  impudent  young 
scoundrel !"  muttered  Mr.  Wilson  between 
his  teeth. 

"  Did  you  speak,  sir  ?  The  next  train  to 
Shipley,  sir  ?  Why  there's  nothing  till  the 
five  o'clock  slow.  There's  a  good  fire  in  the 
waiting-room,  and  if  you  want  a  snooze,  I'll 
undertake  to  call  you  in  time. 

"Very  well,  be  it  so.  And  get  me  a 
ticket." 

"  I  will,  sir." 

VOL.  II.  13 
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It  seemed  all  two  to  one  on  the  pursued 
now ;  yet  the  Squire  was  not  out  of  the 
hunt.  So  long  as  he  nursed  his  wrath 
before  the  waiting-room  fire,  his  daughter 
was  safe;  but  the  slow  train  ivould  arrive 
(slow  trains  occasionally  do),  and  reaching 
Shipley  in  time  to  defeat  the  machinations 
of  the  Doctor  and  his  clever  friend  Sylvia 
was  quite  within  the  realm  of  possibility. 

Sutton  got  out  at  Shipley.  Woodridge 
was  awaiting  him. 

"  This  is  awfully  kind  of  you,  old  fellow 
— Miss  Vandervelde  prepared  me  for  it — 
and  I  shall  never  be  able  to  thank  you  sufii- 
ciently,  I  am  sure." 

''  Oh  !  never  mind  thanks,  Sutton.  We'll 
talk  about  that  sort  of  thing  when  you 
are  turned  off.  There  is  no  end  of  a  lot 
to  do  this  morning." 

"  You  are  right ;  but  now  I  am  here  I 
confess  I  am  rather  at  a  loss " 
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"  Pardon  the  interruption :  let  me  first  tell 
you  what  /  have  done.  I  met  the  girls  at 
Stokesbro',  and  delivered  them  up  to  the  wife 
of  one  of  our  partners,  a  jolly  sensible  woman 
— one  of  the  people  called  Quakers.  She 
thinks,  thou  knows,  if  Timothy  Wilson  will 
not  listen  to  reason  about  his  daughter 
Katherine,  well  then  his  daughter  Kathe- 
rine,  thou  knows,  having  arrived  at  years  of 
discretion,  doesn't  thou  see,  has  a  right  to 
please  herself." 
"  Capital !" 

"  There  they  remain  until  eleven  o'clock, 
when  your  chum  Wyke  will  be  ready  to  tie 
the  knot.  Meanwhile  we'll  have  a  mouthful 
of  breakfast,  and  I  will  remain  here  to  throw 
dust  into  the  eyes  of  the  old  gentleman. 
I'll  keep  him  here  as  long  as  I  can,  and  then 

bring  him  on  to  Stokesbro' " 

'^Yes!" 

"In  time  to   be    too   late.      Come   on. 

13—2 
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When  you  leave  me,  it  will  be  time  to  look 
up  Wyke." 

Squire  Wilson  arrived  by  the  next  train — 
he  had  broken  his  journey  in  the  previous 
one  to  make  inquiries — and,  as  Woodridge 
had  anticipated,  hailed  with  exultation  the 
prospect  of  his  unexpected  help.  There  was 
no  trace  of  the  missing  ones  in  Shipley ; 
although  the  Doctor  had  been  heard  of. 
Meanwhile  the  latter  had  made  his  way  to 
Stokesbro',  and  learnt  to  his  horror  that  the 
Rev.  Mr.  Wyke  was  not  at  home.  The 
Squire  is  to  be  backed  against  the  field  now  ! 
What  was  to  be  done  ?  He  found  the  sex- 
ton— who  was  sexton  and  pew- opener,  and 
regarded  himself  of  part  proprietor  of  Holy 
Trinity — and  by  dint  of  astute  cross-ques- 
tioning, ascertained,  or  divined,  that  his 
friend  was  out  that  morning  with  the 
Stokesbro'  Harriers. 

''A  wedding!     There'll   be   nae   weddin 
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this  morning,  I  can  promise  you !"  grunted 
forth,  in  acidulated  tones,  the  wrinkled  old 
humbug.  "  Aw  knaw  nowt  aboot  it :  and 
he  wad  hae  been  sure  to  tell  me.  He 
could'nt  hut  tell  me."  ("  He  "  was  Doctor 
Sutton's  coadjutor  the  parson.)  "  Time  enough 
yet  f  No,  there  isn't  time  enough  yet. 
There  niver  was  a  weddin'  i''  this  church 
after  twelve  o'clock  at  neun,  an'  what's  man-, 
there  niver  will  be  !     So  there's  for  you." 

The  Doctor  dared  not  inform  Kate  of  the 
misadventure,  so,  without  knowing  why, 
he,  bestowing  a  hearty  malison  on  the  sex- 
ton— who,  amongst  other  infirmities,  was 
happil}^  afflicted  with  deafness — set  off  to  the 
railway  station.     On  the  road  he  met  Crisp. 

"  Aw  could'nt  keep  away,  Mr.  Arthur ;  so 
ye  mun  forgive  me.  I  didn't  think  ye'd 
ha'  fand  me  oot,  though." 

"Oh!  all  right,  Matthew.  Now,  look 
here.     You  can  make  yourself  useful.     The 
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sexton  of  Holy  Trinity  seems  determined 
there  sliall  not  be  a  wedding  after  noon. 
Well,  there  shan't ;  but  should  the  parson 
be  late — I  may  tell  you  he  has  not  come  yet 
— you  understand,  late — the  Trinity  clock 
must  be  late  likewise  !  You  know  what  I 
mean  ?  Get  the  old  ruffian  to  show  you  the 
church ;  liquor  him  well ;  and,  if  necessary 

PUT    BACK    THE    CLOCK  !" 

Sutton  felt  somewhat  easier  in  his  mind 
when  he  saw  ecstatic  Crisp  depart  on  his 
uncanonical  mission,  and  once  again  sum- 
moned the  housemaid  at  Wyke's.  There 
was  a  telegram  awaiting  him  from  her  master: 

"  Ml/  dear  Sutton,  sorry  I  went  after 
currant  jelly.  Your  letter  has  just  reached  me. 
If  train  runs  true  zoill  be  there  in  time!' 

"  Hurrah  !  "  exclaimed  the  Doctor,  throw- 
ing his  hat  up  in  triumph.  "  Mary,  come 
here.  Your  name  must  be  Mary,  you  are 
so  pretty.     "Were  you  ever  married  ?" 
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"No,  sir/'  said  she,  looking  down,  ''but 
I  hope  to  be." 

"  And  so  you  shall.  There's  five  shillings 
for  you." 

"  What  a  strange  gentleman,"  said  Mary 
to  herself,  as  she  smoothed  her  hair ;  "  but 
very  good-looking." 

Crisp  succeeded  gloriously.  The  sexton 
did  the  honours  of  the  clock  works,  and 
Matthew  lost  no  time  in  mystifying  the 
citizens  of  Stokesbro'.  That  day  the  Holy 
Trinity  clock  lost  half  an  hour  !  Thanks  to 
Mat's  manipulation,  it  .  was  ten  minutes 
before  "  twelve  at  noon "  when  the  Eev. 
Mr.  Wyke  began  the  solemn  ceremony. 
Kate,  in  her  quiet  grey  travelling  costume, 
and  bonnet  which  Sylvia  had  that  morning 
trimmed  with  orange-blossoms,  looked  her 
prettiest.  Poor  darling  !  she  had  scarcely 
fortitude  to  sustain  her  through  the  ordeal. 
That   waiting  in   the  church  had  been    so 
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very  trying.  However,  there,  with  her  one 
bridesmaid,  Sylvia,  whose  brother  was  Ar- 
thur's best  man — and  worst,  for  there  was 
none  other — Kate  Wilson  and  Arthur  Ba- 
singhall  Sutton  were  made  Man  and  Wife. 

Knock  away,  Mr.  Wilson,    you  are  too 
late. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

SHOTTS  HOW  TlilOTHY  WILSON,  ESQUIRE,  SET  ABOUT  CUTTING 
OFF  HIS  NOSE  TO  SPITE  HIS  FACE;  EEYEALS  WOODRLDGE 
IN  A  NEW  LIGHT;  DESCRIBES  HOW  CRISP  AND  THE  SHIPLEY 
UMPIRE  BECAME  "  HAND  AND  GLOVE"  ;  AND,  TIME- 
HONOURED  PRECEDENTS  NOTWITHSTANDING,  WHILE  POINT- 
ING TO  THE  PROXIMATE  END  OF  THESE  CHRONICLES,  SEEKS 
TO  PERSUADE  THE  IMPATIENT  READER  THAT  A  WEDDING 
IS   NOT   ALWAYS   THE   HAPPIEST  ENDING   TO   A  STORY. 


The  crusty  keeper  of  the  keys  of  the  Church 
of  Holy  Trinity,  Stokesbro',  contemptuously 
oblivious  of  one  of  the  lawful  rights  of  the 
British  taxpayer,  had  for  some  time  kept  the 
Squire  and  Woodridge  on  the  colder  side 
of  the  door,  over  which  he  mounted  guard. 
What  did  he  care  ?  he  said.  All  he  knew 
was  that  he  had  been  tell'd  to  keep  t'  dear 
shut,  and  keep  it  shut  he  wad  !  They  might 
fetch  't  police  if  they  liked ;  but,  till  Mr. 
Wyke  gave  orders,  he'd  neither  lift  sneck 
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nor  turn  key  for  onnybody.  Old  Wilson, 
in  angry  earnest,  vainly  essayed  to  take  the 
sacred  edifice  by  storm,  and  Woodridge, 
who  simply  desired  delay,  let  him  alone. 
Eeginald  had  reckoned  up  the  sexton,  and 
become  convinced  that  the  more  roughly 
that  responsible  functionary  was  treated  the 
more  aggressively  would  he  show  his  teeth. 
When  Mr.  Wilson  had  railed  and  thumped 
his  utmost,  without  causing  the  surly  cus- 
todian to  yield  in  the  least,  Woodridge 
thought  the  moment  had  come  for  him  to  in- 
terfere, for  surely  the  knot  was  tied  by  then  I 
His  speech  was  "  silvern."  His  most  con- 
vincing argument  took  the  taugible  form  of 
a  crown  piece.  But  the  Squire  was  too  angry 
to  wait,  and  the  few  seconds  Eeginald  spent 
in  bribing  and  corrupting  the  minor  pillar 
of  the  Church,  the  old  gentleman  devoted 
to  hammering  at  the  inner  door.  "  Yan 
Weld  think  ye  knew  nae  better,  ye  silly  awd 
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man  !"  exclaimed  the  heretofore  inflexible 
custodian,  as  he  turned  the  key  and  admitted 
the  besiegers.     They  were  too  late. 

It  was  an  interesting  group  that  met 
Mr.  Wilson's  gaze,  as  with  hasty  and  irre- 
verent steps  he  entered  the  vestry,  Wood- 
ridge  following  at  his  heels.  Kate  (one 
ought  not  to  designate  a  bride  by  her 
Christian  name,  but  you  see  we  have  known 
her  so  long  as  Kate)  leant  confidingly 
against  her  husband,  who  on  the  old  gentle- 
man's appearance,  was  whispering  words  of 
reassurance  in  her  ear.  She  was  pale,  but 
there  was  a  light  in  her  lovelj^  eyes  which 
showed  that  the  pallor  arose  from  neither 
timidity  nor  terror.  Many  a  time  ere  this 
had  Timothy  Wilson  been  made  to  feel  that 
in  spirit  Kate  was  his  own  daughter. 
It  was  a  fearless  Kate  that  confronted 
him  now.  The  Doctor  stood  slightly  in 
advance  of  the  others.      Close  beside    him 
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sat  Miss  Vandervelde,  yet  holding  the 
pen  with  which,  notwithstanding  the  dis- 
turbance of  the  moment,  she  had  unflurriedly 
written  her  name — in  a  most  decided  cha- 
racter. (Like  her  own.)  Her  brother,  who 
ought  to  have  been  her  sister,  his  conspicuous 
mental  qualities  being  most  like  those  which 
distinguish  the  majority  of  the  wronged  and 
unenfranchised  sex,  leant  over  her  chair. 
To  him  the  entire  business  was  a  capital 
joke.  At  the  end  of  the  table,  officially 
supported  by  a  meek  and  lowly  parish 
clerk,  who  busied  himself  with  a  sheet  of 
blotting-paper  and  the  parish  register,  stood 
the  Eev.  George  Wyke,  quietly  prepared  for 
the  sequel  to  Mr.  Wilson's  unceremonious 
interruption.  His  warm-hearted  esteem  for 
the  bridegroom,  and  his  great  admiration  of 
the  bride,  were  now  quite  put  away.  He 
was  a  clergyman.  That  was  his  church. 
'•  So,"  bitterly  exclaimed  the  Squire,    as 
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he  fiercely  surveyed  the  group,  "I  am 
beaten  !  It  was  cleverly  managed,  Doctor 
Sutton ;  I  give  you  credit  for  your  adroit- 
ness. Miss  Yandervelde.  You  wait  now,  I 
suppose,  for  rae  to  finish  the  delightful  little 
comedy  by  making  things  pleasant  all 
round  ?  But  I  will  disappoint  you.  There's 
not  one  of  you,  not  even  the  parson,  but 
ought  to  be  ashamed  of  such  a  d " 

"Sir,"  indignantly  interrupted  AYyke, 
"recollect  where  you  are." 

"I  do.  That's  just  it.  Outside  this 
building,  sir,  I'd  as  lief  lay  my  stick  across 
your  shoulders  as  look  at  you  !  Its  recol- 
lecting where  I  am  that  keeps  me  calm." 
(Miss  Vandervelde  smiled.  Mr.  Wilson's 
calmness  diverted  her.)  "  Yes,  you  scheming 
young  jade,  calm ;  you  may  laugh  your  fill, 
for  the  victory  is  yours.     I " 

"  Mr.  Wilson,"  observed  Wyke— "for  I 
presume  I  have  the  honour  of  addressing  the 
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father  of  Mrs.  Sutton/' — the  old  gentleman 
winced  visibly  at  this — "  whatever  has  pro- 
voked your  unseemly  violence,  permit  me  to 
observe  that  this  is  no  place  for  airing  family 
quarrels.  Had  you  been  present  prior  to  the 
commencement  of  the  ceremony,  it  would 
have  been  my  duty,  as  a  clergyman,  to 
hearken  to  what  you  might  have  had  to 
say,  but  now " 

"  Now  !  present !"  fairly  shrieked  the  old 
gentleman,  "  by  Heaven,  sir " 

-Hush " 

"  I  won't  be  hushed  down.  I  will  speak. 
You  and  your  fellow-conspirators  shan't 
enjoy  your  triumph  in  silence.  If  you  are 
not  a  fool  you  know  quite  well  that  the 
vilest  treachery  has  been  used  to  prevent  my 
presence.  You  are  a  disgrace  to  your  cloth  ! 
You " 

"  Mr.  Wilson,  I  will  not  submit  to  this 
gross    insolence,"    began     Wyke,    getting 
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very  red  in  the  face,  and  feeling  most  nn- 
parsonically  disposed  to  bundle  the  irate 
father  out  of  the  church. 

''You'll  have  to  submit,  though.     And 
you,  Doctor  Sutton,  and  that  base  ingrate 

whom  1  am  ashamed  to  call  daughter,  I " 

**And  pray,    papa,    why  should  you  be 
ashamed  ?"  asked  Kate,  leaving  the  shelter 
of  her  husband's  arms  and  approaching  her 
father.      There  was   a   proud  ring   in  her 
sweet  voice,  a  sparkle  of  defiance  in  her  stead- 
fast gaze.     "  Say  on,    I  have  a  solace  for 
your  cruelty  and  injustice ;  I  can  bear  it  all. 
Papa,  you  force  me  to  recriminate.     Whose 
would  have  been  the  shame,  think  you,  had 
you  succeeded  in  selling  me  to  the  object  of 
your  choice/'     (Woodridge  rather  changed 
colour  here.     He  involuntarily  glanced  at 
Sylvia,  and  discovered  that  she,  just  as  in- 
voluntarily, was  glancing   at  him.)      ''Do 
your   worst.     That  which  I  swore    at  the 
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altar  to-day  I  will  loyally  perform  ;  all  the 
more  loyally  because  you  cast  me  off.  I 
have  chosen.  I  do  not  regret  the  step  I 
have  taken ;  nothing  you  could  say  or  do 
would  induce  me  to  regret  it."  Again  she 
sought  the  Doctor's  arms ;  whereupon 
he,  first  refreshing  himself  with  a  look  of 
unspeakable  affection,  said 

"  Mr.  Wilson,  you  will  change  your 
mind." 

''  Never,  so  help  me " 

"  I  think  you  will.  However,  if  you  do 
not,  it  will  be  your  loss  and  not  ours.  My 
wife — and  how  proud  I  am  to  be  able  to  say 
she  is  my  wife  no  words  of  mine  can  ex- 
press ! — my  little  wife  might  have  made  a 
more  brilliant  match,  but  I  am  sure  she 
could  not  have  made  a  happier  one.  I  am 
not  insensible  of  the  priceless  treasure  I 
have  won.     Let  that  content  you." 

*'  Excellent  advice,  Mr.  Wilson,"  senten- 
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tiously  observed  Miss  Yandervelde,  "and 
therefore  certain  to  be  despised.  So  you 
are  angry  with  poor  me  ?  Ah,  Mr.  Wilson  ! 
it  is  thanks  I  merit,  not  rebukes.  But 
gratitude  is  so  very  rare,  why  should  I  com- 
plain ?  Come,  Mr.  Wilson,  be  wise  ;  forgive 
your  daughter.  You  decline.  Ah,  well !  I 
am  not  surprised.  Kate,  my  love,  since  you 
have  dared  to  tread  in  your  mother's  foot- 
steps— for  I  presume  she  did  marry  the  man 
of  her  choice,  extraordinary  as  that  may  be 
deemed  by  some  people — your  father  deli- 
berately discards  you;  gratuitously  tor- 
ments himself,  and  clouds  the  morning  of 
your  married  life.  Mr.  Wilson,  permit  me 
to  say  that  I  am  positively  ashamed  of 
you. 

"  Over-indulgence  has  not  decreased  your 
native  audacity,  Miss  !"  snappishly  retorted 
Mr.  Wilson ;  "  I  always  thought  your  father 
a  fool." 

VOL.  II.  14 
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"  Indeed  !  you  do  him  honour.  My  father 
and  you  are  partners,  I  believe." 

''  Ugh !"  grunted  the  old  gentleman, 
turning  from  Sylvia  to  the  culprits-in- chief, 
"  I  am  tired  of  this  folly.  Doctor  Sutton, 
you  may  expect  a  communication  from  my 
lawyer,  and  if  your  wife  considers  she  has 
any  business  matters  to  transact  with  me 
she  will  probably  instruct  yours." 

The  Doctor  bowed.  In  another  instant 
Mr.  Wilson  was  stamping  along  the  re- 
sounding aisle,  his  hat  rammed  tightly  down 
on  his  head,  and  making  as  much  noise  as 
he  conveniently  could  by  way  of  bearing 
demonstrative  testimony  to  his  unspeakable 
contempt  for  the  Eev.  Greorge  Wyke,  the 
Kev.  George  Wyke's  sacred  office,  his  church, 
and  all  that  was  professionally  his. 

It  would  of  course  have  been  exceedingly 
unbecoming,  not  to  say  disrespectful  on  the 
part  of  Matthew  Crisp,  had  he  omitted  to 
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wish  long  life  and  happiness  to  the  bride 
and  bridegroom  over  a  bumper  of  the  best 
which  the  nearest  house  of  entertainment 
could  afford.  At  any  rate  he  thought  so, 
and  having  successfully  accomplished  that 
little  affair  of  the  church  clock,  and  thereby 
plunged  the  inhabitants  of  Stokesbro'  into  a 
state  of  unparalleled  bewilderment,  he 
straightway  betook  himself  to  the  nearest 
house,  otherwise  the  Eifleman's  Arms,  an 
edifice  which  the  railway  company,  inspired, 
by  the  purest  and  most  patriotic  motives, 
had  recently  erected.  A  florid  work  of  art,, 
representing  a  gigantic  gentleman  of  martial 
bearing  appropriately  standing  at  ease  in  a 
Swiss  landscape  and  the  chaste  uniform 
of  the  Stokesbro'  volunteers,  adorned  the 
exterior  of  the  Eifleman's  Arms.  His  head 
was  surmounted  by  a  scroll  of  ultramarine, 
whereon  was  inscribed — in  gold  letters — 
the  thrillingly  suggestive  words — "  Defence 
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and  not  Defiance;"  at  his  feet  sprawled 
another  scroll,  which  informed  the  inquiring 
beholder  that  England  should  find  the 
Stokesbro'  corps  each  day  would  do  its  duty. 
The  manner  of  the  work  of  art  was  realistic. 
In  point  of  rigorous  fidelity  to  nature  nothing 
could  have  been  more  admirable  than  the 
grey  of  the  warrior's  uniform,  unless  it  was 
the  green  of  his  facings ;  while  his  buttons 
and  belt  were  veritable  leather  and  pipe-clay 
and  brass.  In  stature  (measured  in  relation 
to  the  accessories  of  the  picture,  the  Stokes- 
bro' man  of  war  stood  about  eight  feet  in 
height)  and  anatomy,  the  figure  might  have 
done  duty  for  an  embelHshment  of  popular 
fiction,  so  marvellously  was  it  like  those 
well-known  Brobdingnagian  swells  that  are 
beloved  of  wood  engravers  and  admired  by 
an  intelligent  public. 

Crisp  had  no  taste  for  high  art,  neither 
had  the  sexton  who  accompanied   him,   so 
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with  a  muttered  malison  on  new  houses  of 
entertainment   in    general,    and   a   dubious 
snort  at  the  Eifleman's  Arms  in  particular, 
Mat  led  the  way  into  a  raw-looking  apart- 
ment,   redolent    of    whitewash   and   paint, 
which  the  railway  company  had  dignified  by 
the  title  of  coffee-room.     The  sexton  could 
not  stop,  he  said,  for  he  expected  Jiim  every 
minute ;    and  though  that  did    not   matter 
much,   for  he  wasn't  everybody,  mind;  he 
did  not  like  to  be  far  out  o'  t'  way  when  he 
cam'.     In  such  serenely  independent  terms 
spake  the  sexton  of  his  revered  pastor  and 
master.    Crisp  gave  expression  to  the  regret 
which  he  really  felt  at  losing  his  companion 
—"it   is    not    canny    to    sit    drinking    by 
yansel," — intimating  his  intention  of  drop- 
ping in  on  the  sexton  after  the  second  glass, 
and  then,  his  eye  fixed  on  the  church-clock, 
which    was   visible    from    the    coffee-room 
window,    deliberately    drank    the  health  of 
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Mr.  Arthur  and  his  splendid  wife  in  a 
bumper  of  the  best. 

Visible  likewise  from  the  coffee-room 
window  was  a  minor  scene  or  so  of  the 
drama  then  in  progress  at  the  church.  He 
rejoiced  over  the  parson's  rapid  descent  upon 
the  sacred  edifice — "just  in  time  to  save  his 
mense,"  as  Crisp  audibly  expressed  it — and 
chuckled  with  huge  glee  as  he  beheld  the 
discomfiture  of  the  Squire;  but  when  he 
saw  that  hasty  old  gentleman  disappear 
within  the  portals  of  Holy  Trinity,  he 
rushed  to  the  door.  Whatever  the  thought 
or  intention  which  had  roused  him  into 
action,  it  was  strangled  in  the  birth  by  the 
sudden  appearance  of  a  portly  member  of 
the  Stokesbro'  volunteers,  who,  at  that 
particular  moment,  bustled  fussily  along 
the  street  in  front  of  the  Rifleman's 
-Arms. 

"  Here,  honey,  look  sharp  !"  cried  he,  in 
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excited  tones,  to  tlie  chief  handmaiden  of 
the  establishment,  "  whea's  that  ?" 

"That?"  replied  she,  in  open  astonish- 
ment, "  why  Sergeant  Cattaws,  to  be  sure ; 
I  thought  everybody  knew  him." 

"Then  thou  sees  everybody  doesn't. 
Where  does  he  live  ?" 

"Partly  at  Shipley  and  partly  here,  on 
market-days." 

"Ah!  just  so.  Partly  at  Shipley.  I 
guessed  that  much.  But  what's  in  the  wind 
just  now  ?     He  seems  in  a  desperate  hurry." 

"  Oh  !  I  know.    He's  off  to  the  drill-shed, 

there's But  Missis  calls,  I  must  be  off. 

That  bill  will  tell  you  more  about  it  than  I 
can. 

Notwithstanding  his  burning  anxiety  to 
learn  the  result  of  Mr.  Wilson's  interference 
with  the  wedding  party,  Crisp  paused  to 
peruse  the  contents  of  the  bill  to  which  his 
attention   had   been    drawn.     Therein    the 
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public  were  respectfully  informed  that,  on 
that  particular  evening,  the  annual  presenta- 
tion of  prizes  to  the  successful  shots  in  the 
Stokesbro'  Yolunteer  Corps  would  be  made 
in  the  drill-shed,  on  which  occasion  there 
would  be  a  variety  of  entertainments  of  an 
athletic  character,  in  which  Professor  Twed- 
dell,  acknowledged  by  the  public  press  to  be 
the  strongest  man  in  the  world,  would  take 
part.  The  whole  to  conclude  with  a  series 
of  sparring  matches,  open  to  the  universe,  for 
prizes  offered  by  the  said  strongest  man 
in   the    world.      M.C.,    Serjeant    Cattaws, 

s.y.c." 

"M.C,  S.Y.C,"  grumbled  Crisp,  "what 
do  t/ie?/  mean?  But  it  doesn't  matter,  my 
ancient  friend ;  aw'se  be  with  you  if  ye  had 
fifty  letters  to  your  name  !"  He  had  recog- 
nised in  the  gallant  sergeant  the  notorious 
umpire  of  the  Shipley  Eleven. 

Crisp    reached   the    church  just   as    Mr. 
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Wilson  emerged  therefrom.  The  old  gentle- 
man was  hot  enough  ("  tae  have  fitten  wiv 
a  feather,"  as  Crisp  afterwards  said)  before 
he  descried  Matthew :  the  sudden  advent  of 
the  Doctor's  trusty  servitor  did  not  tend  to 
cool  his  anger. 

"What!  you  are  here,  are  you?  How 
many  more  of  you  are  there,  I  should  like  to 
know  ?  Out  of  my  way,  you  crafty  old 
humbug,  or  it  will  be  worse  for  you !" 
Saying  which  Mr.  AVilson  pursued  his  wild 
career. 

Crisp  prudently  pocketed  the  affront  and 
quietly  stepj)ed  on  one  side ;  but  when  Mr. 
Wilson  was  fairly  out  of  hearing  he  gave 
vent  to  his  feelings. 

"  Gi'  thy  ways,  awd  sair  head !  gi'  thy 
ways !  I  can  remember  the  day  when 
Timmy  Wilson  wad  na  mair  ha'  dared  tee 
say  black  was  the  white  o'  Mat  Crisp's  eye 
than  I'd  dare  tae  tell  t'  judge  at  'sizes  tae 


218  Pigskin  and  Willow. 

come  on.  And  dinnotthee  fancy,  awd  Tim, 
that  I'd  stir  a  peg  if  it  wasn't  for  my 
maisther — and  his  wife.  Ha  !  ha  !  his  wife  ! 
That's  where  thou  feels  t'  spur,  Timmy. 
Things  is  sairly  altered  sin'  t'  awd  days. 
It's  Timothy  Wilson,  Esquire — Esquire  ! — 
of  Wimpledale  Place,  near  Heatherthorp, 
now  ;  it's  rowlin'  in  riches  now  ;  it's  justice 
of  the  peace  now ;  and  Mat  Crisp — never 
mind,  awd  chap !  Mebby  I'm  happier  wi' 
Kelpie  yonder  and  t'  mear  and  Mr.  Arthur 
than  he  is  wi'  all  his  brass.  Who  knows  ? 
He's  been  done  on  the  post,  and  he's  just 
mad. — However  he  cam'  tee  have  such  a 
dowter  as  yon  puzzles  me.  I  suppose  they'll 
be  out  directly. — Hollo !  whose  carriages 
are  these  ?     Stand  back,  you  boys  !" 

Kate's  courage  nearly  went  with  the  de- 
parture of  her  father.  The  inevitable 
revulsion  of  feeling  was  by  no  means  so 
thorough  as  might  have  been  anticipated. 


Pigskin  and  Willow.  219 

"  Some  natural  tears  she  shed,"  but  sunshine 
speedily  followed  the  rain,  and  she  bright- 
ened into  her  bonniest.  Sylvia  was  the 
first  to  break  the  silence  caused  by  Mr. 
Wilson's  abrupt  departure. 

"Now,  Doctor  Sutton,  I  presume  it  is 
not  your  wish  that  we  remain  here  all  day  ? 
Let  us  to  breakfast !  " 

•'Breakfast,  I " 

"  Have  not  given  such  a  trivial  matter  a 
moment's  consideration.  Of  course  you 
have  not.  'Twas  unreasonable  of  me  to 
expect  it.  But  a  wedding  without  a  break- 
fast!     Whoever  heard  of  such  a  thing  ?  " 

"  Upon  my  word,  Sylvia,  if  I  had  dreamt 
matters  would  have  taken  such  a  turn  as 
this,"  said  the  Doctor,  with  a  look  of  dis- 
tress, "  I  would " 

"  I  protest  against  these  excuses.  You 
know  very  well  you  would  not.  But  there, 
I  won't  plague  you  any  more.     Only  you 
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know  very  well,  Kate,  that  something  must 
be  done." 

Although  Mrs.  Sutton  hardly  saw  the 
dilemma  in  such  a  light  as  it  appeared  to 
Miss  Vandervelde,  she,  on  her  bidding, 
tried  to  think,  and  duly  clothed  her  coun- 
tenance in  gravity.  Mr.  Wyke  was  about 
to  be  guilty  of  the  solecism  of  asking  the 
party  to  the  Parsonage  to  breakfast  with 
him,  a  confirmed  bachelor,  when  Woodridge 
spoke. 

"  I  agree  with  Miss  Vandervelde,  it 
would  be  odd  were  this  wedding  to  lack 
its  breakfast.  And  I  have  taken  care  it 
shall  not." 

"  You,  Keginald  !  "  asked  Miss  Vander- 
velde, in  frank  surprise. 

"  Even  I,  Sylvia.  Come  home  with  me ; 
my  mother  is  fully  prepared  to  receive  you 
— the  carriages  are  at  the  door — and  I 
pledge    you     my    word    that    everything, 
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from  the  cutting  of  the  cake  to  the  emo- 
tion of  the  speeches,  shall  be  strictly  en 
regie." 

"  Capital,  Woodriclge  !  you  are  a  trump  !" 
exclaimed  Mr.  Albrecht  Vandervelde,  taking 
part  in  the  conversation  for  the  first  time, 
and  forgetting  for  the  moment  that  verg 
idiomatic  English  is  scarcely  appropriate  in 
a  church  vestry. 

Again  Sylvia  said  "  Eeginald  ! "  and  no 
more. 

"  I  in  some  sort  owe  Miss  Wilson — I 
beg  her  pardon,  Mrs.  Sutton — amends  for  a 
part  I  once  played  in  a  miserable  piece  that 
was  chiefly  taught  me  by — her  father." 
Here  both  his  eyes  and  voice  faltered.  "  I 
too,  like  Miss  Vandervelde,  have  been  proud 
to  help  on  this  wedding ;  and  to  make  a 
long  story  short,  may  I,  in  the  name  of  Mrs. 
Woodridge,  my  dear  mother,  beg  the 
honour  of  your  company  to  breakfast  ?" 
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"  Mr.  Woodridge,  you  have  proved 
yourself  a  generous  foe/^  said  Mrs. 
Sutton. 

"Eeginald,"  said  Sylvia — and  her  tone 
was  earnest — "  if  I  were  not  afraid  of  making 
you  too  conceited,  I  should  say  that  this  is 
like " 

"  What  I  once  was,  and  in  your  estima- 
tion hope  to  be  again,  Syl,"  whispered  he  in 
her  ear. 

The  Doctor  could  not  find  words  to  say 
what  he  felt.  He  grasped  Woodridge  by 
the  hand.  It  was  a  hard  grip,  and  its 
meaning  eloquent. 

"  You  will  come  with  us,  Mr.  Wyke," 
said  Woodridge,  cordially. 

"  I  am  sure  I  shall  be  delighted,  if " 

"  No  excuses,  old  fellow,"  said  the  Doctor, 
"  you  must  come."     So  he  went. 

Matthew  Crisp  was  in  attendance.  He 
opened   the  carriage  doors   as  though   his 
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doing  so  was  part  and  parcel  of  a  carefully 
studied  arrangement. 

The  wedding  breakfast  passed  off  right 
joyously.  Crisp,  who  was  first  made  per- 
fectly happy  by  a  pretty  compliment 
bestowed  in  the  presence  of  the  company  by 
Mr.  Arthur's  beautiful  wife,  assisted  in 
throwing  the  old  shoes,  saw  the  last  of  the 
wedded  pair  as  they  were  borne  away  by 
the  express  to  spend  the  honeymoon  in 
London,  and  charged  with  a  note  of  in- 
structions to  the  Doctor's  assistant,  he 
returned  to  Heatherthorp. 

"  She  said  she  hoped  I'd  tak'  care  of 
Kelpie  till  she  returned.  Aw'll  never  leave 
him  after  to-day !  She's  see.  What  a 
pair  they'll  mak'  to  be  sure,  her  and  Kelp ! 
Now  for  a  word  wi'  him,  and  then  back  to 
Stokesbro'  by  t'  next  train." 

One  person  in  the  "  crowded  and  delighted 
audience  "  {vide  local  journal)   which   that 
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niglit  thronged  tlie  drill- shed  of  the  Stokes- 
bro'  volunteers  listened  to  the  laudatory 
observations  of  the  president  with  an  air 
of  stolid  indifference  that,  it  is  to  be  feared, 
betrayed  a  lamentable  want  of  faith  in  the 
indomitable  valour  of  our  British  volunteers 
— huzza  !  our  British  volunteers.  By-and- 
by  the  Professor  gracefully  took  possession 
of  the  "  roped  arena  "  (as  the  ornate  chroni- 
clers of  the  Ring  of  Other  Days  have  it), 
and  then  Crisp  awoke  from  his  apathy. 
Not  that  he  thought  a  mighty  great  deal 
of  many  of  the  Professor's  feats  of  strength 
and  dexterity.  He  was  dubious  of  the 
genuineness  of  some  of  them  ;  suspected,  in 
his  over- wise  Yorkshire  way,  there  was  more 
in  them  than  met  the  eye.  Tremendous 
Tweddell,  broardsword  in  hand,  severed  the 
broomstick  of  domesticity  at  a  single  blow  ; 
Coeur-de-leonine  Tweddell,  similarly  armed, 
made  mincemeat  of  a  bar  of  lead;  untur- 


Pigskin  and  Willow.  225 

baned  and  Eastern  Tweddell  (place  of  nati- 
vity, Hoxton),  cleft  in  twain  a  happle  placed 
on  the  human  ■'and,  ladies  and  gentlemen, 
without  so  much  as  grazing  the  skin  (of  the 
'and)  :  nevertheless,  Crisp  remained  imper- 
turbable. But  when  the  Professor  put  forth 
his  strength  to  the  utmost,  and  at  a  blow 
cut  the  carcase  of  a  Eoseberry  Topping  tup 
neatly  in  twain,  Mat  joined  in  the  plaudits. 
There  was  no  mistake  about  that! 

Crisp  rubbed  his  sinewy  hands  together 
with  an  appearance  of  keen  relish,  and 
eagerly  moved  to  the  edge  of  his  seat,  as  the 
Professor,  advancing  to  the  front  of  the 
stage,  begged  leave  to  announce,  while 
thanking  his  generous  ^^^^^'ons  from  the 
bottom  of  his  'art  for  the  overwhelming 
ovation  they  had  bestowed  upon  him,  that 
the  entertainment  would  conclude,  as  stated 
in  the  programme,  with  a  series  of  sparring 
matches.     The    combats    duly    commenced, 

VOL.  II.  15 
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and  according  to  liis  wont,  Crisp  spared  not 
his  criticisms.  These  were  occasionally  of  a 
sweeping  character,  and  by  the  time  the 
second  conqueror  was  made  happy  by  the 
reward  of  merit — a  Britannia  metal  teapot — • 
tlie  old  fellow  had  attracted  the  notice  of  the 
entire  audience. 

Again  the  Professor  advanced  to  the  front. 
He  had  had  considerable  experience  of  spar- 
ring, he  said,  but  he  could  assure  them  that 
he  had  never  seen  so  much  science  amongst 
a  party  of  amateurs  as  he  had  seen  that 
evening.  (The  applause  at  this  point  was 
tremendous.)  The  next  set-to,  for  veterans 
of  not  less  than  fifty  years  of  age,  would 
conclude  the  entertainment.  He  hoped — 
in  fact  he  was  sure — the  old  'uns  would  not 
be  backward  in  coming  forward  to  show  the 
young  'ans  how  to  handle  the  leather. — 
The  Professor  paused  for  a  practical  answer 
to  his  appeal,  but  it  came  not. — Eesuming, 
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he  said  he  felt  surprised.  After  what  they 
had  abeady  seen,  too  1  What !  would  the}^ 
allow  him  to  return  to  London  like  that  ? 
The  veterans  of  Stokesbro'  showing  the 
white  feather?  (No!  no!)  Where  was 
last  year's  wiuner  of  the  prize  ? 

Loud  demands  for  "  Sergeant  Cattaws ! 
Cattaws!  Cattaws  !"  put  a  sudden  stop  to  the 
Professor's  insinuating  eloquence.  Urged 
thereto  by  the  intoxicating  influence  of  pub- 
lic applause,  the  gallant  sergeant  at  once 
joined  the  Professor,  and  the  Professor 
patted  the  gallant  sergeant  encouragingly 
on  the  back. 

Said  the  strongest  man  in  the  world — 
"  Now,  my  bold  veterans  !  now's  the  time  to 
show  what  you  are  made  of.  Come  where 
glory  waits  you  !  Who'll  put  on  the  gloves 
with  the  sergeant  ?" 

"  Me  !"  shouted  Crisp.  He  had  "  fidged 
fu  fain  "  during  the  whole  of  the  Professor's 

15—2 
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address,  and  it  was  a  relief  to  his  over-bur- 
thened  soul  to  speak. 

"  Brayvo  !"  exclaimed  the  Professor.  "  I 
knew  we  should  get  on  at  last.  We  only 
wanted  time.  But  we  must  not  break  the 
rules.  I  can't  say  /  know  this  gentleman, 
but  he  may  be  a  professional  in  disguise. 
Who'll  speak  for  him?" 

Crisp's  heart  sank  within  him  as  he 
mounted  the  stage.  If  he  were  to  be  disap- 
pointed after  all ! 

"  I  know  him  to  be  an  amateur,"  said 
somebody  in  the  reserved  seats.  It  was 
Woodridge.  Crisp  thought — "  Well,  come  ; 
since  Mr.  Arthur  and  he  are  friends  he'll 
see  that  I  have  fair  play ;  and  that's  all  I 
want."  He  smiled  and  nodded  his  thanks  to 
Reginald,  and  amid  the  cheers  of  the  excited 
spectators,  straightway  proceeded  to  equip 
for  the  fray. 

The  old  man  felt  vicious.     As  he  removed 
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his  coat  and  rolled  up  his  sleeves,  he,  cool  as 
an  iceberg,  quietly  looked  over  his  opponent, 
and,  thought  to  himself,  ''  He's  younger  and 
may  be  livelier  on  his  pins  than  me,  but  he's 
a  bit  puffy.  I  shall  beat  him  for  condition." 
Crisp  chose  the  smallest  and  hardest  pair  of 
gloves  in  the  Professor's  collection — he 
meant  to  mark  his  opponent  if  he  could — 
and,  the  finishing  touches  having  been  put 
to  his  toilet  by  the  attentive  Tweddell,  the 
two  combatants  shook  gloves  and  "  sparred 
for  an  opening." 

"  Sergeant  Cattaws  and  a  friend,"  ex- 
claimed the  Professor. 

Crisp  showed  a  good  deal  of  craft  in  his 
mode  of  manipulation  even  at  the  outset. 
He  felt  his  way.  Presently  it  became  evi- 
dent to  his  observant  eye  that  the  ser- 
geant only  wanted  encouragement  in  order 
to  lay  himself  open  to  a  visitation  on  that 
particular  portion  of  the  body  known  as  tiie 


230  Pigskin  and  Willow. 

mark.  He  forgot  not  that  his  adversary- 
was  pufty,  and — was  dead  on  the  mark ! 
He  waited  and  waited  with  much  patience 
and  no  show,  until  the  gallant  sergeant, 
actuated  by  a  laudable  desire  to  make  short 
work  of  the  affair,  came  on  and  endeavoured 
to  force  the  fighting.  His  friends  ap- 
plauded, but  they  applauded  too  soon. 
Crisp  feinted  once, — twice, — the  sergeant 
greedily  swallowed  the  bait,  and  the  next 
instant  was  sent  spinning  into  the  Profes- 
sor's arms  by  a  blow  which  Crisp  had 
deeply  planted  upon  his  most  vulnerable 
part. 

Mat  grinned  as  he  watched  the  effect  of 
this  broadside,  and  as  the  Shipley  hero 
came  on  again,  blowing  stertorously,  he 
— the  moment  appeared  so  propitious ! — 
could  not  forbear  saying — "  Hoios  that 
umpire  ?'' 

From   that   moment  the  battle  was  won. 
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Sergeant  Cattavvs,  who  had  hitherto  re- 
garded Crisp  as  a  perfect  stranger,  now 
remembered  him,  and — lost  his  temper.  In 
vain  he  danced  about  the  roped  arena  with 
the  view  of  peppering  his  ancient  assailant 
all  round.  Crisp,  cool  and  full  of  mischief,  lost 
no  opportunity  of  punishing,  but  he  good- 
naturedly  permitted  the  gallant  sergeant  to 
make  his  own  running  until  the  final  tussle. 
Maddened  by  the  titters  of  the  audience 
and  the  taunts  of  his  adversary,  the  gallant 
sergeant  went  to  work  in  wildly  unscientific 
.earnest.  Nothing  could  have  suited  Crisp 
better.  His  answer  was  just  as  earnest,  but 
more  grim  and  direct.  He  did  not  fight  the 
wind.  The  combat  ceased  to  be  a  sparring 
match  simply,  and  became  a  glove  fight. 
It  ended.  Crisp  having  viciously  made  the 
most  of  the  smaller  and  harder  gloves,  in 
the  ignominious  defeat  of  the  gallant  Cat- 
taws — bearing  upon  his  countenance  sundry 
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eccliymose  and  sanguineous  signs  of  Crisp's 
vigorous  handiwork. 

He  had  avenged  the  cricket-match,  won  a 
copper  kettle,  and  earned  the  hearty  appro- 
bation of  Reginald  Woodridge.  He  was 
happy. 


CHAPTEE  XVI. 

NARRATES  AS  MANY  OF  THE  ADVENTURES  OF  THE  LEADING 
CHARACTERS  AS,  IN  THE  OPINION  OF  THE  CHROJ^ICLEK, 
WERE  CONSIDERED  SUFFICIENT  TO  FULFIL  THE  REQUIRE- 
MENTS  OF   A   PENULTIMATE    CHAPTER. 

Wood  RIDGE  went  his  way,  and  Miss  Van- 
dervelde  went  hers.  He  to  resume  the 
command  of  a  numerous  army  of  the 
blasters,  puddlers,  and  shinglers  of  Cleve- 
land ore ;  she  to  serenely  supersede  her 
indulgent  parents  in  the  command  of  their 
English  home  at  Saltbrook.  Sylvia,  thanks 
to  the  posthumous  gift  of  a  rich  aunt, 
was  a  richer  prize  than  ever  in  the  matri- 
monial market,  although  Woodridge,  to  do 
him  justice,  was  unaware  of  the  fact;  and 
in  virtue  of  that  peculiar  independence  of 
cliaracter   which    comes    of    a    satisfactory 
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balance  at  her  bankers  (the  "  glorious  in- 
dependence" praised  by  the  poets  is  a  rare 
plant  indeed),  she  did  pretty  much  as  she 
pleased.  It  accorded  with  her  present 
mood  to  abide  for  a  brief  season  at  Salt- 
brook.  She  was  about  to  spend  Christmas 
in  Germany — the  home  of  her  youth;  going 
thither,  feeling  more  quietly  happy  at  heart 
than  she  had  felt  for  many  a  day.  Hitherto 
her  enjoyment  of  life  had  seemed  keen  and 
real  enough  :  but,  alas,  much  of  it  had  been 
merely  seeming  !  Now,  it  had  entered  the 
mind  of  Woodridge  after  Sylvia  and  he  had 
seen  the  Doctor  and  his  bride  off  by  the  train, 
to  "  improve  the  occasion"  ;  so  without  warn- 
ing note,  or  preface  of  any  kind,  he  plunged 
into  an  interview  with  the  lady  he  once 
jilted,  touching  a  subject  that  he  vowed 
had  become  one  of  life  or  death  to  him  ! 
The  tete-a-tcte  began  boisterously,  like  the 
blustering  month  of   the  adage;    and  ter- 
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minated — especially  on  the  lady's  part — 
just  as  gently.  Benedick  and  Beatrice  to 
begin  with  :  almost  Romeo  and  Juliet  at 
the  close  !     Then  they  separated. 

During  the  month  next  ensuing,  as 
Albrecht  Vandervelde,  now  making  believe 
to  read  for  the  law,  would  have  expressed  it, 
she  suddenly  developed  an  extraordinary 
interest  in  the  conchology  and  marine 
botany  of  the  Yorkshire  coast.  Her  liaxen- 
bearded  brother  could  not  make  it  out.  He 
asked  Woodridge — who  occasionally,  not  to 
say  frequently  accompanied  Sylvia,  in  her 
search  after  the  common  objects  of  the  sea 
shore — if  he  could  make  it  out ;  but  Eegi- 
nald  gravely  replied  that  he  could  not. 
Then,  as  a  last  resource,  he  applied  to  the 
heads  of  the  house  of  Vandervelde  for  in- 
formation, but  they  were  as  much  in  the 
dark  as  he.  They  had  their  suspicions  (at 
least  Mrs.  Vandervelde  had  hers),  but . 
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The  truth  is,  papa  and  mamma  rather 
feared  their  imperious-willed  daughter,  and 
that  feeling  operated  in  restraining  a  reve- 
lation which  would  doubtless  have  as- 
tonished Mr.  Albrecht  Vandervelde  not  a 
little.  Unfortunately  for  the  satisfaction  of 
his  laudable  thirst  for  information,  Albrecht 
was  not  curious  in  fine  gold  and  precious 
stones,  or  he  might  have  made  something 
out  of  a  pretty  ring  of  pearls  and  a  tur- 
quoise that  twinkled  upon  the  fourth  finger 
of  her  right  hand  as  he — and  Woodridge — 
saw  her  safely  bestowed  on  board  the  Ham- 
burgh steamer. 

•'  The  moon — so  called — of  honey"  beamed 
with  correct  serenity  upon  the  Doctor  and 
his  bonny  bride,  albeit  'twas  a  November 
orb  and  a  watery.  What  did  it  matter? 
Had  they  known  ^which  of  course  they  did 
not)  that  the  fogs  that  season  were  denser 
and    browner,    more    noisome,    and    more 
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numerous  than  London  had  gasped  its  way 
through  for  a  considerable  period,  it  would 
have  been  all  the  same.  London  was  the 
Venice  of  unreality  to  them  !  ''  The  moon 
— so  called — of  honey"  shed  its  bewitchinor 
glamour  over  the  murky,  muddy  metropolis, 
and  turned  it  into  a  city  of  enchantment. 

For  a  time.  Before  they  returned  to 
London  an  unwelcome  shadow  crept  over 
the  placid  disc,  bringing  to  Kate  much  un- 
easiness. They  had  been  about  three  weeks 
in  London.  By  the  fireside  of  one  of  their 
cosy  rooms  in  Bloomsbury  sat  she,  book  in 
hand,  endeavouring  with  ])ut  sorry  success 
to  while  away  the  hour  before  luncheon - 
time,  uncheered  by  the  Doctor,  who  had 
"just  stepped  up  to  Bart's"  to  see  one  of 
his  old  friends,  and  was  now  unpardonably 
overdue.  He  ought  to  have  been  back  at 
least  half  an  hour  before. 

Mrs.  Sutton  was  rapidly  outgrowing  the 
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bland  influences  of  the  moon  of  honey.  She 
was  fretfully  impatient.  Presently  she  heard 
his  step  on  the  stair.     He  entered. 

"  Oh !  Arthur,  where  have  you  been  ? 
You  can't  imagine  how  uneasy  you  have 
made  me  by  your  long  absence." 

"  Can't  I  though  ?  Let  me  tell  you, 
Katey  darling,  that  my  imagination  is 
singularly  powerful.  And  so  you  were 
uneasy  ?  Knowing  how  incapable  I  am  of 
taking  care  of  mj^self,  eh  ?  But  there  !  I 
am  to  blame,  I  admit  it.  Hush !  not  a 
syllable.  Please  to  sit  down  here— a  little 
closer — yes,  that  will  do;  give  me  the  book: 
and  now  with  all  convenient  speed,  prove  to 
your  husband  and  most  attentive  medical 
adviser  that  his  provoking  neglect  has  not 
spoiled  your  appetite :  while  I  tell  3^ou  some 


news." 


He   spoke   the    last   few   words    with   a 
gravity  that  scarcely  harmonized  with  the 
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gay  tone  of  the  earlier  observations.  His 
wife,  forgetting  her  momentary  feeling  of 
annoyance  at  his  inexplicable  absence,  said, 
quickly — "  News,  Arthur  ;  what  news  ?" 

"  I  will  tell  you.  I  remained  but  a  short 
time  at  Bart's.  All  the  fellows  there  were 
strangers  to  me,  of  course,  and  old  Wilmer 
is  out  of  town.  Very  well.  I  was  coming 
back — but,  my  dear,  you  do  not  eat.  It's 
nothing  that  need  affect  your  appetite,  be- 
lieve me — direct  to  you,  Kate,  when  who 
should  I  run  against  but  Emsden  King,  and 
Dale,  Sir  Harry's  gamekeeper.  King's  a 
good  sort  of  fellow,  my  dear,  besides  being 
a  useful  cricketer  and  a  rattling  good  judge 
of  a  horse,  so  I  stopped  to  have  a  chat.  After 
the  preliminaries — /disposed  of  the  weather 
and  he  sent  his  best  respects  to  Mrs.  Doctor 
Sutton — he  said,  '  Doctor,  I  should  not  mind 
betting  you  a  monkey  to  a  mouthful  of  hay 
that  you  could  not  guess  in  a  hundred  times 
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what's  brought  me  up  from  Yorkshire.' 
Naturally,  not  wishing  to  entertain  the 
wager,  long  as  the  odds  were,  I  replied  '  Sir 
Harry.'  He  said,  '  No,  Doctor ;  that's  only 
partly  the  reason.  He  gave  Dale  leave  to 
come,  it's  true,  but,  what  do  you  think  ?  It 
was  to  buy  some  hunters  for  Squire 
Wilson " 

"  For  papa  !" 

"  Yes,  my  dear ;  what  do  you  think  of 
that  ?  I  was  as  much  surprised  as  yourself. 
I  won't  bore  you  with  a  repetition  of  King's 
exact  words,  but  it  is  evident  from  what  I 
got  out  of  him — after  a  good  deal  of  trouble, 
dear,  for  he  was  only  communicative  up 
to  a  certain  point — and  I  soon  saw  that 
he  was  keeping  something  back — it  is  evi- 
dent, my  love,  that  your  esteemed  father 
is  about  to  make  a  confounded  ass  of  him- 
self." 

''  Arthur  !" 
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"Listen.  Sir  Harry  Sursingle  has  taken 
him  in  hand — or,  rather,  Lad}?-  Sursingle. 
That's  bad  enough  ;  but  Lady  Sursingle  has 
a  sister,  wlio  happens  to  be  a  widow — thafs 
ivorse!^ 

"  Oh,  Arthur,  I  see  it  all  now  !  Poor, 
silly  papa  !  I  have  met  Lady  Sursingle's 
sister,  a  Mrs.  Mountroseberry.  They  used  to 
call  me  a  Di  Vernon,  and  a  Lady  Gay 
Spanker,  Arthur,  because  I  occasionally 
managed  to  keep  up  with  the  Heatherthorp 
— without  grief :  but  she  !  I  a  Lady  Spanker 
indeed?     You  should  see  her.'' 

"  I  know  the  sort  of  animal.  Riding  habit 
and  horseflesh  on  the  brain.  A  blowzed 
visage,  a  manly  relish  for  the  substantiaUties 
of  the  breakfast  of  the  season,  a  pleasing 
aptness  at  gulping  jumping  powder,  a 
martial  voice,  and  the  devil-and-all  of  a  will." 

''  I  never  saw  such  a  horsewoman, 
Arthur." 

VOL.  II.  16 
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"  Oh,  I  know.  Straight  as  a  gun-barrel 
across  country ;  dodgy  as  a  patriarchal  fox 
in  the  drawing-room." 

"  Poor  papa  !" 

"  You  may  say  that,  my  darling.  Well, 
if  I  am  to  believe  King,  your  papa  is  as 
neatly  entangled  in  her  toils  as  it  is  possible 
for  him  to  be,  considering  the  time  she  has 
had  him  in  hand.     Is  she  young  ?" 

"  The  youngest  of  the  family,  I  believe  ; 
how  young  I  cannot  say.'' 

"  Mr.  Wilson  has  become  a  subscriber  to 
the  Heatherthorp.  Emsden  King  has  a 
commission  to  purchase  him  half-a-dozen 
hunters — think  of  that,  Kate  ! — and  has 
been  dancing  attendance  at  Tattersall's  in 
the  old  gentleman's  behalf  ever  since  he 
came  to  town.  There  is  a  sale  at  the 
Gate  to-day,  and  old  King  was  on  his 
way  thither  when  we  met.  Oh,  he  tells 
me  the  infatuated  old  gentleman  has  been 
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in  the  Eow  daily — in  charge  of  the  dashing 
young  widow — who  has  never  been  known, 
King  says,  to  conduct  herself  so  soberly  in 
the  pigskin  since  she  was  born.  They  are 
off  to  Brighton  in  the  course  of  a  few  days 
— I  mean  the  Sursingles — and  your  papa 
joins  the  party.  He  has  heard — and  this 
completes  my  budget  of  news — that  tliey 
are  going  to  have  a  rare  time  of  it  at  Wimple- 
dale  Place  at  Christmas." 

Kate  sighed  and  said  nothing.  She 
thought  of  the  previous  Christmas,  and, 
happy  though  she  was  in  the  love  of  her 
husband,  who,  she  fervently  vowed,  was 
worth  ten  thousand  foolish  fathers,  she 
could  scarcely  forbear  a  momentary  feeling 
of  regret.  She  was  troubled  about  the  future. 
Whatever  prospect  there  might  have  been 
of  a  reconciliation  had  disappeared  with  the 
entrance  upon  the  scene  of  this  dreadful 
widow.     It  was   evident   that   the    Squire, 

16—2 
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at  once  pig-headed  and  persevering,  was- 
about  to  revenge  himself  on  Doctor  Sutton, 
and  therefore  on  his  own  daughter,  by 
deliberately  contracting  a  second  marriage 
with  a  crafty  adventuress.  Mrs.  Mount- 
roseberry  would  not  fail  to  take  care  of 
herself  before  she  bestowed  her  name  on 
Timothy  Wilson,  Esquire  ;  and  Kate  felt, 
*'  When  she  is  Mrs.  Wilson,  she  will  take 
care  of  poor  me  into  the  bargain.  Farewell  to 
all  expectations.  Henceforward  I  must  en- 
deavour to  be  content  with  the  position  of  a 
country  doctor's  wife."  Sutton,  in  a  blunt 
sort  of  way  read  what  was  passing  in  his  wife's 
mind,  but,  like  a  wise  man  he  spoke  not. 
The  trouble  that  had  come  upon  her— it  was 
scarcely  a  trouble  at  all  to  him — would  wear 
itself  out.  And  then  (but  this  he  put  into 
words)  who  knew  ?  Drawing  her  to  him 
affectionately,  he  whispered — "  Never  mind^ 
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darling ;  who  knows  what  may  happen  ? 
We  may  prevent  it  yet! ^ 

"The  moon — so  called — of  honey"  was 
nearly  free  from  cloud  when  they  once  more 
turned  their  faces  towards  Heatherthorp. 
The  ''  home  again"  idea  was  so  enchanting, 
Kate  could  neither  think  nor  talk  of  any 
thing  else.  Her  absurdly  angry  father 
iniylit  make  a  gratuitous  martyr  of  himself, 
and  disinherit  her  for  aught  she  cared.  Was 
she  not  going  home  ? 

If  she  yet  harboured  a  doubt  of  the  perfect 
prudence  of  her  runaway  marriage,  the  first 
day  "  at  home"  to  her  husband's  friends  for 
ever  put  it  to  flight.  Their  spontaneous 
testimonies  to  his  worth  were  very  different 
from  the  meaningless  good  wishes  which  in 
society  pass  current  for  friendship's  sterling 
coin.  This  much  for  his  friends.  Several 
of    the    poorer  sort    of   his  patients,    who 
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valiantly  ventured  on  an  awkward  audience 
v/ith  the  Doctor's  good  lady^,  were  quite 
emotional  in  their  expressions  of  esteem. 
Yet  Kate  found  some  of  those  wedding 
visits  rather  trying.  For  example,  Barjona 
was  pleased  to  consider  it  incumbent  on 
him  to  call  and  give  her  a  few  words  of 
advice.  The  disagreement  which  had 
occurred  between  her  husband  and  himself 
should — he  promised  himself — in  no  wise 
interfere  with  his  pious  intentions.  He 
would  certainly  see  Doctor  Sutton,  and  tell 
him  that  he  (Barjona)  meant  to  pay  Mrs. 
Sutton  a  visit. 

"  We  have  had  our  differences,  my  young 
friend ;  but  we  must  '  forget  and  forgive,' 
thou  knows." 

"  A  sweet  and  commendable  maxim,  Mr. 
Barjona  ;  but  I  fail  to  see  its  present  appli- 
cation," equably  replied  the  Doctor.  They 
had    met  near   the    Quaker's    abode,    Plal- 
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cyon  Cottage,  tliree  days  after  Sutton's 
return  to  Heatherthorp.  "  It  does  not 
seem  to  me  that  I  have  anything  to  forget 
or  to  forgive  either.  You  were  impertinent, 
Mr.  Barjona,  and  I  told  you  I  would  not 
have  it." 

"Well,  well,"  replied  the  Quaker,  in  a 
tone  which  changed  curiously  from  the 
testy  to  the  lachrymose,  "  I  am  moved  to 
forget  and  forgive,  if  thou  art  not.  It  was 
thy  wife  who " 

"What  of  her?"  asked  Arthur, 
sharply. 

"  Nothing  but  well — assuredly  nothing 
but  well,"  replied  the  Quaker,  with  a  gentle 
deprecatory  movement  of  his  hands.  "  Thou 
hast  done  wisely  to  enter  the  matri- 
monial state.  I  have  been  sorely  exercised 
about  thee  and  thine  lately  ;  but  1  trust  thy 
helpmeet  will  keep  thee  in  the  straight  path, 
see  to  thy  goings-out  and  comings-in,   aud 
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above  all,  prevent  tliy  mingling  with  those 
carnal-minded  people  whose  minds  are  given 
to  what  is  called  sport." 

"  Hadn't  you  better  call,  and  acquaint 
Mrs.  Sutton  with  your  vieAvs  ?"  said  the 
Doctor,  smiling,  as  he  shook  up  the  mare 
and  prepared  to  resume  his  ride. 

"  Such  was  my  intention — with  thy  per- 
mission," quietly  replied  Barjona.  "  Wilt 
thou  therefore  inform  her  that  she  may 
expect  me  on  third-day  morning,  at  about 
eleven  ?" 

•*  The  devil  she  may !"  muttered  the 
Doctor,  as  Barjona  entered  Halcyon  Cottage, 
"  Of  all  the  cool  cards  I  ever  knew,  this 
member  of  the  Society  of  Friends  is  the 
coolest.  Ha  !  ha  !  I  must  prepare  Kate  for 
this  call.  She  shall  charm  him  as  those 
Indian  jugglers  charm  snakes.  In  these 
days  of  struggling,  when  wives  who  were 
heiresses    are    cut    off   with    a    shilling,  it 
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behoves  one  to  look  out.  Very  good,  Mr. 
Nathan  Barjona.  You  shall  be  received,  I 
promise  you.  It  won't  do  to  lose  a  patient. 
Such  a  constitution  as  his,  and  such  a 
splendid  determination  to  spoil  it,  are  not 
met  with  every  day." 

Kate,  having  her  cue,  listened  to  the 
Quaker's  homily  with  awlul  seriousness. 
There  was  not  so  much  as  a  twinkle  in  her 
hazel  eyes  to  betray  her  high  enjoyment  of 
the  joke.  She  even  went  the  length  of 
promising  to  do  her  utmost  to  restrain  the 
Doctor  from  participating  in  the  diversions 
Barjona  so  sternl}^  denounced.  It  would 
be  her  especial  aim,  she  said,  to  prevent  his 
ever  appearing  on  a  race-course  again. 
Yet  she  feared  she  could  not  promise  herself 
much  success. 

Barjona  was  delighted — fooled  to  the  top 
of  his  bent.  She  was  not  to  weary  in 
well-doing,  he  said.     It  was  wisely  given  t^ 
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wives  to  exercise  much  influence  over  their 
liusbands. 

He  rose  to  take  his  departure,  and  as  he 
did  so  it  occurred  to  Kate  that  she  might 
just  as  well  make  him  uncomfortable  as  not, 
by  way  of  punishing  him  for  his  meddling. 

''  Young  men  are  so  headstrong,  Mr. 
Barjona ;  but  I  am  sure  I  shall  only  be  too 
happy  to  keep  Arthur  at  home  always. 
But  he  is  so  fond  of  hunting.  And,  indeed, 
when  we  see  instances — you  must  yourself 
have  known  such — of  men  much  older  than 
Arthur  taking  lessons  in  horsemanship  and 
actually  endangering  their  lives  by  following 
the  hounds — we  cannot  wonder  at  young 
men  ;   now  can  we,  Mr.  Barjona?" 

''  No — no — that  is — of  course,  there  is 
something  to  be  said  on  that  point,"  replied 
Barjona,  getting  very  red  in  the  face ; 
*'  but  I  must  be  going." 

His  flight  to  the  door  was  accompanied 
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by  a  subdued  ripple  of  merriment.  But  it 
is  too  true  that  "  our  sincerest  laughter 
with  some  pain  is  fraught."  She  was  yet 
glowing  with  the  success  of  her  mischievous 
sally  when  it  suddenly  occurred  to  her  that 
had  Barjona  been  so  minded  he  might  have 
said  something  exceedingly  painful  by  way 
of  rejoinder. 

"  Old  gentlemen — lessons  in  horseman- 
ship— following  hounds,"  she  muttered. 
''  I  might  have  been  thinking  of  papa.  I 
wonder  if  that  horrid  person  will  succeed  in 
her  endeavours  to  entrap  him.  I  suppose 
it  is  wicked  to  cherish  such  thoughts,  but  I 
should  like  him  to  be  punished  a  little  for 
his  folly — and  injustice  to  poor  dear  Arthur. 
If  Sylvia  were  only  here  !" 

Miss  Cardmums  was  absent  from  Heather- 
thorp  when  the  happy  pair  returned  home, 
and  so  in  lieu  of  paying  them  a  visit  she 
wrote  the  Doctor  a  voluminous  letter  of  con- 
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gratulation,  stuffed  full  of  pious  quotations 
and  goody  poetry. 

"  Poor  dear,"  said  Kate,  as  she  read  the 
epistle.  "  I  don't  care  what  you  say,  Arthur, 
I  am  quite  prepared  to  like  her.  I  am  sure 
she  means  well." 

"  Doubtless.  But  she's  a  curious  old 
girl.  You'll  see  her  often  enough,  especially 
if  you  become  her — what  does  she  call  it  ? — 
'fellow  labourer  in  that  cause  of  Christian 
philanthropy  with  which  she  has  for  some 
time  been  humbly  identified.'  " 

"But  that  is  not  all  she  says,  Arthur; 
you  forget." 

*'  Do  I  ?     Then  refresh  my  memory." 

"  She  ventures  to  say,"  continued  Kate, 
laughing,  "  that  if  I  emulate  the  goodness 
to  the  poor  of  my  accomplished  husband — 
if  I " 

"  Enough,  Kate.  Please  to  remember 
that  Miss  Cardmums  is  a  contributor  to  the 
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poet's  corner  of  the  local  journal.  However, 
there's  no  sham  about  her  benevolence, 
whatever  there  may  be  about  her 
poetry." 

On  the  following  Saturday  that  same 
corner  contained  thirty  stanzas  ("from  the 
pen  of  our  accomplished  contributor,  P.  C") 
on  The  Nuptials  of  Two  Dear  Friends. 
'Twas  an  agonizing  effusion,  but  it  did  the 
writer  no  end  of  good,  was  the  means  of 
selling  at  least  twenty  extra  copies  of  the 
paper,  and  afforded  a  topic  of  conversation 
for  the  back  parlour  of  the  Sursingle  Arms. 
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